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CHAPTER I 

LEAVIKO SCHOOL 

BENDA and Florence had both finished 
their school life. No pains had been 
spared to render them up to date in every 
particular. They had gone through the usual 
curriculum of a girl's education. Brenda was 
a little cleverer than Florence and had perhaps 
dived deeper into the heart of things, but 
Florence was the prettier of the two. 

Now the last day of school was over. The 
last good-byes had been said. The last teacher 
had whispered words of affection in Brenda's 
ear, and the last and most loved school-fellow 
had kissed Florence on her pretty cheek and had 
hoped in that vague way which meant nothing 
at all that they should meet again. School 
belonged to the past. They had the world 
before them. 
"•« Florence was eighteen years of age, Brenda 

nineteen. To all intents and purposes they 
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were children. Nevertheless, they regarded 
themselves as full-fledged women. 

They were expecting an interview any j 
day with their lawyer, Mr, Timmins. Mr. 
Timmins had provided the funds neceesaiy 
for their education. He had arranged every- 
thing for them since the time when Florence 
at thirteen and Brenda at fourteen had lost 
their father and mother. Since then they de- 
pended on Mr. Timmins — that is, as far as 
£. s. d. was concerned. He had seen them, not 
very often, but at intervals. He had always 
been nice and fussy and good, and had begged 
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with a certain Mrs. Fortescue. She was no 
relation ; in fact, they were quite without re- 
lations. They were not only orphans, but they 
were relationless. The only children of an only 
son and an only daughter, they were solitary 
in the world, but that fact did not trouble them. 
They had never taken to their hearts the old 
proverb, that " blood is thicker than water." 
They were happy, healthy, everyday girls. 

Florence was pretty, Brenda clever. They 
were really well educated. Florence could 
sing very nicely — ^that is, for a girl of eighteen 
years of age. Her voice had possibilities 
which could even rise to a marketable value, 
but no one thought of the Heathcotes as people 
who required to make money by their accom- 
plishments. They were supposed to be quite 
well off. They dressed well, the school they 
went to was expensive, and Mrs. Fortescue 
charged quite a good sum for them in the 
holidays. 

Mrs. Fortescue was quite ordinary, but a lady. 
She knew nice people, and she introduced her 
young friends to them. The girls were wel- 
comed by Mrs. Fortescue's friends as desirable 
and even pleasant acquaintances. Mrs. For- 
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teecue took them out a little, and in her 
heart of hearts she thought of herself aa their 
chaperone until they married. Of course they 
would many. Wlien their school-days were 
over, Mr. Timmins, who arranged all their 
money matters, would take a house for them 
in London ; and who bo suitable to chaperone 
these nice, well brought ap girla as Mrs. Fort- 
escue t She intended to suggest this to Mr. 
Timmins when she saw him after their school 
work was over. 

It had been arranged all along that they 
were to leave school when Florence was eighteen 
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of course, from these great writers. Never- 
theless, even Brenda was not in the least 
remarkable, and as she was much plainer than 
Florence, it was the yomiger sister who was 
looked at, who was smiled at, who was 
approved of. 

Well, the last day at school was over, and, 
as usual, the Misses Heathcote arrived at Mrs. 
Fortescue's house at Langdale. 

Langdale was a pretty town situated not very 
far firom Tunbridge Wells. It was winter when 
the girls left school, and the snow was lying as 
a pure and beautiful mantle all over the fields 
when they drove up to Sunny Side, as Mrs. 
Fortescue called her somewhat unpretentious 
house in the suburbs of Langdale. She came 
out to meet the girls and spoke to them with 
her usual affection. 

" Ah, here you are ! " she cried, " and 
welcome, welcome as flowers in May. You 
must be firozen, both of you. I have desired 
Jane to light a fire in your room ; it is burning 
quite brightly. Come in, come in, my loves. 
I have been suffering a good deal firom neural- 
gia, so won't go out into the porch. Higgins, 
take the young ladies' trunks round to the 
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back entrance, where Bridget will attend to 
them." 

The well-known cabman of the district 
said he would, and the girls found themselves 
shut into a warm hall, where a fire waa hghted 
in the grate and where the place looked as 
homelike as it always did when they came 
back to it. They both kissed Mrs. Fortesoue 
as in duty bound. They hked her without 
loving her. She had never done anything 
for them except for a money consideration, 
and they knew this fact, although they did not 
speak of it. Somehow it seemed to keep their 
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The room looked very pretty. There were two 
Uttle beds side by side, ornamented with pink 
draperies at the back of the brass bedsteads, 
pink draperies at the foot, pretty pink eider- 
downs covering the beds themselves, a nice 
green felt carpet on the floor, and green art 
serge window curtains, which were drawn now 
to keep out the wintry blast. The fire crackled 
and roared merrily. The room was sweet and 
fresh and clean. It had the fragrant smell 
of lavender. Mrs. Fortescue grew a lot of 
lavender in her garden, and kept bags of it 
profusely sprinkled through her linen. The 
girls always associated the smell of lavender 
with Mrs. Fortescue. 

Bridget welcomed them back as she had 
done three times a year for so long now. 
They seemed never to remember anything 
else. 

" How are you, Bridget ? " said Florence, 
in her bright voice. ''As well as ever, I 
hope ? " 

'' Oh, yes, miss ; what should ail me ? " 
said Bridget. 

She showed her teeth as she laughed, and 
looked gleesome and good tempered and 
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pleasant. She felt as though she would like 
to kiBS her two young ladies, as she inrariably 
called the Miaaea Heathcote. 

" Here is your hot water, miss," she said, 
turning to Breuda ; " and I think the fire ia 
all right, and dinner will be ready in ten 
minutes. If you want anything else, you can 
ring for me." 

She knew all about their trunks. There 
were invariably three trunks, two of which 
were kept in the storeroom downstairs, one 
of which came upstairs and was for immediate 
This trunk contained the girls' pretty 
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The girls hastily changed and made them- 
selves smart, as was their wont, for dinner. 
Mrs. Fortescue wanted them to look smart. 
She hated dowdy people. She always dressed 
extremely well herself, following the fashion 
as far as lay within her means, powdering her 
face, and arranging her dyed hair to the best 
possible advantage. She imagined that she 
did not look more than thirty years of age, but 
the girls knew quite weU that her hair was 
dyed and her face powdered. They did not 
like her any the less for that, however. If 
she chose to be so silly, it was no affair of 
theirs. She was a good old thing. That is 
what they said to each other when they spoke 
of her at all — quite good-natured, and kind to 
them. 

But Florence brushed out her radiant hair 
now with a kind of viciousness which she had 
never exhibited before, and as she coiled it 
round her stately young head, she turned and 
spoke to her sister. 

" Do you like that new shade of Mrs. Fort- 
esoue's hair or do you not, Brenda ? " 
I did not notice it," said Brenda. 
Well, I did ; and |I think it is hideous. 
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What blouse will yoa put on, Brenda ? " 
" I don't know : that pink one ; won't 
that do ? " 

" No, it doesn't suit you. Wear white ; I 
am going to." 

Both sisters put on white blousea made in 
the extreme of the fashion. Florence's hair 
was one of her great beauties. It was of a 
very rich golden brown. She had quantities 
of it, and it had the natural fusainess and in- 
clination to wave which made artificial means 
of producing that result unnecessary. Brenda's 
hair was of a pale brown, without any wave 
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Arm in arm, the two sisters went downstairs 
to the cosy drawing-room, where Mrs. Portescue 
was waiting for them. 

"Ah, that is right, my loves. It is nice 
to see yon both. Now I think I am entitled 
to a kiss, am I not ? " 

Florence went straight up at once and kissed 
the good lady on her forehead. Brenda did 
likewise. 

Aren't you hungry ? " said Mrs. Fortescue. 
Yes," said Brenda, "I am — starving." 
And so am I," said Florence. 

"'Dinner is quite ready. Shall we all go 
into the dining-room ? " 

They went, the two fresh girls and the 
woman with the dyed hair, who imagined 
herself just as young as they — or rather 
tried to imagine herself their equal with regard 
to age. Mrs. Fortescue looked at them with 
approval. She fancied she saw great success 
both for herself and Florence in Florence's face. 
Of course Florence would make a brilliant 
match. Some one would fall in love with her 
— if possible, some one with a title. Brenda 
must be content with a humbler fate, but she, 
too, would secure a mate. When Florence 

O.P. 2 
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was not by, Bhe was an exceedingly nice- 
looking girl, BO placid and gentle and clever- 
looking. Mrs. Fortescue was very proud of 
Brenda's cleverness. She liked to draw her 
out to talk on philosophical subjects. It 
was quite wonderful to hear her ; and then 
that little tone — not of unbelief, oh no ; bat 
doubt, yes, doubt — was quite exciting and 
charming. 

Brenda could talk better than Florence. 
The clergyman of the parish, Mr. Russell, was 
unmarried. He would be an excellent husband 
for Brenda, just the very man, who would 
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goats. Those who were not admitted within 
the charmed circle would not be worth know- 
ing. 

Mrs. Fortescne thought of all these things as 
she looked at Brenda across the dinner-table. 

Presently, Florence laughed. 

'^ What is the matter, dear i " said Mrs. 
Fortesoue. 

"'It seems quite incomprehensible," said 
Florence. 

" What, my love ? What do you mean ? " 

" Why, that our school-days are over. Things 
seem so exactly like they have always seemed. 
This is two days before Christmas. To- 
morrow we will go as usual to help with the 
church decorations. The next day will be 
Christmas Day. Then I suppose there'll be 

some sort of festivities going, and — and 

But what I want to know is this ? " 

" Yes ? " said Mrs. Fortescue. 

Bridget had left the room. An excellent 
dessert was on the board. The fire glowed 
red ; the light was good. 

" Yes ? " she repeated. 

*'I want to know what is the end of it 
all. We are not going back to school at 
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the end of January. We have done with 
school." 

" Yes, darling," said Mrs. Fortescue. 

She rose as she spoke. She went awiftly 
ap to the girl and put her arm round her 
neck. 

" You have done with school in one sense, 
but al] your beautiful future hes before you. 
You forget that Mr. Timmins is coming to- 



"I had forgotten," said Florence. "Had 
you, Brenda ? " 

"No," said Brenda, "how could I forget ? 
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Frank often said so. He said he could not 
bear really learned women.'' 

I should have thought," said Brenda, 

that men preferred women who could 
think. But I am afraid," she added, *'that 
I don't very much care what men think 
on the subject. All the same, I am not 
going to either Newnham or Girton, so you 
can make your mind easy on that score, Mrs. 
Fortescue." 

"That is right, darling, that is right. 
I haven't an idea what Mr. Timmins particu- 
larly wants to say to you, but I trust whatever 
he does say will be confided to me." 

"Why, of course," said Florence. 

" And in your future, darlings, I hope that 
I, your old friend, will bear a part." 

The girls were silent, looking at her intently. 
She had expected an eager rush of words from 
those young Kps, and their silence made her 
uneasy. 

" I have done all I can for you, haven't I, 
my sweet ones ? " 

" Oh yes ! You have been very kind, 
Mrs. Fortescue," said Brenda. 

" But that is not all," said Mrs. Fortescue, 
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her voice dropping. " I — and you muBt know 
it — I love you both." 

Florence's fine dark eyes were opened to 
their fullest extent. Brenda looked very 
gently at the little woman with the dyed hair. 
Neither said a word. Mra. Fortescue sprang 
to her feet. 

" We will go into the drawing-room now," 
she said. " You will tell me when you are 
sleepy and want to go to bed ; would you 
like a game of cut-throat bridge first I " 

The girls said they would like a game of 
bridge, and cards were produced. They played 
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Florence suddenly said — 

" Brenda, what should I do without you ! " 
and Brenda flew to Florence, flung her arms 
round her neck and burst into tears. 

** Why, what is it ? " said the younger and 
taller sister of the two. 

**I don't know/' said Brenda. 

She stopped crying almost immediately, 
mopped her eyes and smiled. Then she said, 
abruptly — 

" I don't think I like Mrs. Fortesoue." 

*'That is wrong of you, Brenda. She has 
always been good to us." 

"I know it is wrong of me," said Brenda, 
**not to like her, but all the same, I don't. 
I was never sure about it till to-night. Now 
I am practically certain I don't like her." 

" But why ? " said Florence. " Is it because 
she dyes her hair ? " 

" That is one thing," said Brenda. " The 
character of the woman who dyes her hair 
must be objectionable to me. I don't want 
her to have anything to do with my future. 
I shall tell Mr. Timmins so to-morrow." 

" Oh, will you really ? She will be so 
terribly disappointed." 
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" I can't help it," said Brenda. 

Florence had seated herself in a very com- 
fortable easy-chair and Brenda was kneeling 
at her feet, 

" You see," she said solemnly, " we 
have only one life in this world — one life 
and one youth, and I don't want mine to 
be commonplaoe. I think Mrs. Fortescue 
would make it so. I can stand her for four 
weeks at Christmas ; I can even endure her 
for seven weeks in the summer. But always I 
No, Flo, no : I couldn't endure her always, 
1 you ? " 
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before me. I mean to marry a rich and great 



man. 
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" But you must love him," said Brenda. 
" I dare say I shall be able to manage that 
too," cried Florence. 



CHAPTER n 

A STABTUNQ ANNOUUCKMBNT 

THE next day Mr. Timmins arrived. He 
came by the train which reached Lang- 
dale at three o'clock. He invariably did come 
by that train. There was nothing at all re- 
markable in his paying the girls a visit. He 
i their business maji. It was his custom 
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quite sufficiently good to receive schoolgirls 
in the holidays ; but it was not a fit home for 
young heiresses, who would naturally want to 
entertain company when they were at home, 
and who would also naturally require to visit 
the great world. 

MiB. Fortesoue felt excited. There were 
two years yet of her lease to run ; but she 
thought she might manage to induce her land- 
lord to take the little house off her hands, 
or she might sublet it. In all probability 
Mr. Timmins would require her to live in 
London with the Misses Heathcote. He 
would himself choose a pretty house for her 
there. Her eyes shone as she thought of her 
future. In London she would have to dress 
better. She would, in all probability, have to 
visit one of those celebrated beauty shops in 
Bond Street in order to get herself quite up to 
the mark. There were all kinds of inventions 
now for defying the ravages of age, for keeping 
a youthful bloom on the cheek and a youthful 
lastce on the hair. It would be necessary for 
Ifrs. Fortescue to look as charming as ever in 
order to take her young charges about. How 
pleasant it would be to go with them from one 
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gay assembly to another, to watch their inno- 
cent triumphs ! 

As she l&y down in bed on the first night 
after tlieir arrival she appraised with a great 
deal of discernment their manifest charms, 
Florence was, of course, the beauty, but Brenda 
had a quiet distinction of her own. Her face 
was full of intellect. Her eyes full of resource. 
She was dignified, too, more so than Florence, 
who waa all sparkling and gay, as befitted the 
roses in her cheeks and the flashes of light in 
her big brown eyes. Altogether, they were a 
irming pair, and when dressed as they 
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On the day when Mr. Timmins had elected 
to come it was Christmas Eve. In conse- 
quence, the trains were a little out of order, and 
Mrs. Fortescue could not tell exactly when he 
would arrive. 

'^ He said three o'clock, dears," she remarked 
to her young charges as they sat together at 
breakfast, the girls wearing pretty brown 
dresses which suited their clear complexions 
to a nicety. *^ Now, as a rule, the three o'clock 
train is in to the moment, but of course to-day 
it may be late — ^in all probability it will be 
late. I shall order hot cakes for tea ; Bridget 
is quite celebrated for her hot cakes. We will 
have tea ready for him when he comes. Then 
when he has had his chat with me, he will 
want to say a word or two to you, Brenda, and 
you, Florence. You had better not be out 
<rf the way." 

^'We thought of going for a good walk," 
said Florence. " It is you, after all, he wants 
to see, Ifrs. Fortescue. He never has had 
much to say to us, has he ? " Here she looked 
at her sister. 

" No," said Brenda, thoughtfuUy. " But," 
she added, '^ when he wrote to me this time, 
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he said iie particularly wanted to see you and 
me alone, Flo. He didn't even mention your 
name, Mra. Fortescue." 

"Ah well, dear," said Mrs. Fortescue, with 
a smile; "that ia quite natural. You have 
left ychool, you know." 

" I can't quite believe it, can you, Brenda ? " 
said Florence. " It seems just as if we must be 
going back to the dear old place." 

" Oh, I don't know," said Brenda. " We 
are not going back : we said good-bye to every 

!, don't you remember ? " 

' You are never going back, dears, and for 
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" Of course you will marry soon, Florence," 
said MiB. Fortescne. ^^ You are far too pretty 
not to be somebody's darling before long. And 
you, Brenda, also have an exceedingly attrac- 
tive face. What are your dreams for the 
future, my love ? " 

'*I cannot tell you," said Brenda. 

She got up as she spoke, and walked to the 
window. After a time, she said something 
to her sister, and the girls left the room arm- 
in-arm. 

Mrs. Fortescue felt rather annoyed by their 
manners. They were very independent, as in- 
dependent as though they were of age ; whereas 
at the present moment they had not a shilling 
— ^no, not a shilh'ng in the world that she did not 
supply to them under Mr. Timmins' directions. 
Were they going to prove troublesome ? She 
sincerely hoped not. They were good girls 
but that house in London might not be 
quite so agreeable as her dreams had pictured 
if Brenda develo])ed a very strong will of her 
own and Florence was determined to marry for 
the sake of marrying. Still, Mr. Timmins 
would put all right, and he would be with 
them at three o'clock. 
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The girls absented themselves during the 
nhole of the morning, but appeared again in 
time for lunch, which they ate with a healthy 
appetite. They praiaed Mrs, Fortescue's food, 
comparing it with what they had at school to 
the disadvantage of the latter. Mrs. Portescue 
wa^ pleased. She prided herself very much on 
Bridget's cooking. 

"And now," she said, when the meal had 
come to an end, " you will go upetairs and put 
on your prettiest dresses and wait in the draw- 
ing-room for Mr. Timmins. I shall not be far 
He will naturally want to see me as soon 
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Florenoe and I want to take a good brisk 
walk between now and three o'clock. We shall 
be back before three. We cannot be mewed 
up in the house until Mr. Timmins chooses 
to arrive." 

"Oh, my dear children ! He wiU think it 
queer." 

" I am sorry," said Brenda, " but he had no 
right to choose Christmas Eve as the day when 
he was to come to see us. His train may 
not be in till late. Anyhow, we want to 
take advantage of the sunshine. Come, Flor- 



ence." 



The girls left the room and soon after- 
wards were seen going out arm-in-arm. They 
walked down the little avenue, and were lost 
to view. 

There was a certain style about them both. 
They looked quite different from the ordinary 
Langdale girls. Florence held herself very 
well, and although she acknowledged herself to 
bea beauty, had no self-conscious airs. Brenda's 
sweet face appeared to see beyond the ordinary 
line of vision, as though she were always com- 
muning with thoughts deeper and more rare 
than those given to most. People turned and 

O.F. 3 
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looked at the girla aa they walked up the 
little High Street. Most people knew them, 
and were interested in them. They were 
the very charming young ladies who always 
spent their holidays with Mrs. Forteecue. 
They were, of course, to be included in all 
the Christmas parties given at I^angdale, 
and Mrs. Fortescue would, as her custom 
was, give a party on Twelfth Night in their 
honour. 

That was the usual state of things. The 
girls did not seem in the mood, however, to 
' their old friends beyond smiling and 
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**But she has set her heart on it," said 
Florence. 

^'I know/' remarked Brenda; ''but, all 
the same, om* lives are our own, and I don't 
think we can do with Mrs. Fortescue. I sup- 
pose Mr. Timmins will tell us what he has 
decided. We are not of age yet, either of us. 
You have three years to wait, Flo, and I have 
two." 

''Well, we must do what he wishes," said 
Florence. " I intend to be married ages and 
ages before I am twenty-one ; so that will be 
aU right." 

While they were coming towards the house, 
an impatient, white-headed old lawyer was 
pacing up and down Mrs. Fortescue's narrow 
drawing-room. Mrs. Fortescue was sitting 
with him and doing her utmost to soothe his 
impatience. 

" Dear Mr. Timmins, I am so sorry the girls 
are out. I quite thought they would have 
been back before now." 

" But they knew my train would be in by 
three o'clock," said Mr. Timmins. 

He was a man of between fifty and sixty 
yeaxB of age, rather small, with rosy cheeks 



'" Yes/' said Mrs. Fortes 
mas Eve we made sure '^ 
late." 
The law3^r took out hk 
*^Not the special from 
never late," he remarked, 
the half-past four back ; ot 
to go by one of those dread 
there's a good deal to talk c 
is a little careless of those 
home when they are expec 
Mrs. Fortescue coughed, t 

"It might " she be 

paused in his impatient wall 
It might expedite matter 
if you were to tell me so 
For instance, I shall quite 
wish me to leave here anc 
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out Mr. Timmiiis. ^' I have nothing whatever 
to do with your future, Mrs. Fortescue. You 
have been kind to my young friends in the 
past, but I think I have— er — er — ^fully repaid 
you. And here they oome — ^that is all right. 
Now, my dear madam, if you would leave the 
young ladies with me — ^no tea, thank you ; 
I haven't time for any — ^I may be able to get 
my business through in three-quarters of an 
hour. It is only just half-past three. If I 
leave here at a quarter-past four, I may catch 
the express back to town. Would you be so 
very kind as to order your servant to have a 
cab at the door for me at a quarter-past four — 
yes, in three-quarters of an hour I can say all 
that need be said. No tea, I beg of you." 

He was really very cross ; it was the girls' 
doing. Mrs. Fortescue felt thoroughly an- 
noyed. She went into the hall to meet 
Brenda and Florence. 

''Mr. Timmins has been here for nearly 
twenty minutes. His train was in sharp at 
three. He is very much annoyed at your both 
out. Go to him at once, girls — at 



once." 



(( 



Oh, of course we will," said Florence. 



They went, just a.s they we 
little precise drawiiig-room, 
burning oheerily in the grate, 
looking spick and span, every 
in perfect order, and some pn 
fresh flowers adding a picture 
scene. It was quite a dear litt 
and when the two girls — ^Mo 
rich colour which so special 
her, and Brenda a little paler 
looking— entered the room, t 
complete. The old lawyer lo 
irritation. He came forward ti 
outstretched. 

**My dear children," he sa 
children. Sit down ; sit down 

They were surprised at hi 
Florence began to apologize : 
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but I only obeyed your parent's special instruo- 
tions. You have left school " 

*' Oh yes," said ^Florence ; " and I am glad. 
What are we to do in the future, Daddy Tim- 
mins?" 

She often called him by that name. He 
took her soft young hand and stroked it. There 
was a husky note in his voice. He found it 
difficult to speak. After a minute or two, he 
said abruptly — 

"Now, children, I will just tell you the 
very worst at once. You haven't a solid, 
solitary hundred pounds between you in this 
wide world. I kept you at school as long 
as I could. There is not enough money to 
pay for another term's schooling, but there 
is enough to pay Mrs. Fortescue for your 
Christmas holidays, and there will be a few 
pounds over to put into each of your pockets. 
The little money your father left you will then 
be quite exhausted." 

" I don't understand," said Brenda, after a 
long time. 

Florence was silent — she, who was generally 
the noisy one. She was gazing straight before 
her out into Mrs. Fortescue's little garden 



^... ^^.* «u Liiu line ot the ho 

clear against the frosty air. 

hard frost to-night. Chrii 

come in with its old-fashion 

had imagined all sorts of 

special time ; Christmas Da 

Christmas Day in large coui 

mas Day in her own home, 

the man who would love hei 

beauty, but her wealth. 81 

It seemed very queer. It s( 

her world. She could not i: 

' Brenda, who had a stronger 

perceive the position more c 

"Please," she said — and 

had no tremble in it — '' pleac 

what this means and why — w\ 

of us told until now ? " 
Mr. TimmiTio oV*^-*'- — ' *• 
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" Precisely ; you were two little girls : you 
were relationless." 

*^So I have always been told," said 
Brenda. 

*^Tour father left a will behind him. He 
always appeared to you to be a rich man, did 
he not ? " 

*^ I suppose so," said Brenda. '^ I never 
thought about it." 

'' Nor did I," said Florence, speaking for the 
first time. 

" Well, he was not rich. He lived up to his 
income. He earned a considerable amount as 
a writer." 

'^ I was very proud of him," said Brenda. 

"When he died," continued Mr. Timmins, 
taking no notice of this remark — "you know 
your mother died first — but when he died he 
left a will, giving explicit directions that all 
his debts were to be paid in full. There were 
not many, but there were some. The re- 
mainder of the money was to be spent on the 
education of you two girls. I assure you, 
my dears, there was not much ; but I have 
brought the accounts with me for you to see 
the exact amount realizable from his estate 
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and precisely how I spent it. I found Mrs. 
Fortescue willing to give you a home in the 
holidays, and I arranged with her that you were 
to go to her for so much a week. I chose, by your 
father's directions, the very best possible school 
to send you to, a school where you would only 
meet with ladies, and where you would be 
educated as thoroughly as possible. You were 
to stay on at school and with Mrs. Fortescuo 
until the last hundred pounds of your money 
was reached. Then you were to be told the 
truth : that you were to face the world. After 
your fees for your last term's .schooling have 
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the Christinas holidays in which to prepare 
yourselves for the battle of life. You can tell 
"UxB. Fortesoue or not, as you please. She has 
learned nothing from me. I think that is 
about all, except " 

^' Tes ? " said Florence, speaking for the 
first time—" except what ? " 

" Except that I would like you both — ^yes, 
both — ^to see Lady Marian Dixie, a very old 
client of mine, who was a friend of your 
mother's, and I believe, would give you ad- 
vice, and perhaps help you to find situations. 
Lady Marian is in London, and if you wish it, 
I will arrange that you shall have an inter- 
view with her. What day would suit you 
both?" 

"Any day," said Brenda. 

Florence was silent. 

"Here is a five-pound note between you. 
It is your own money — ^five pounds out of your 
remaining ^ eighty pounds. Be very careful 
of it. I will endeavour to see Lady Marian 
on Monday, and will write to you. Ah, 
there is my cab. You can tell Mrs. Fortescue 
or not, just as you please. Good-bye now, 
my dears, good-bye. I am truly sorry, truly 
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sorry ; but those who work for their own 
living are not the most unhappy people, and 
you are well educated ; your poor father saw to 
that. Don't blame the dead, Brenda. Flor- 
ence, think kindly of the dead." 



CHAPTER m 

PLANS FOB THE FUTTJBB 

MRS. FORTESCUE was full of curiosity. 
The girls were absolutely silent. She 
talked with animation of their usually gay 
programme for Christmas. The BlundeUs 
and the Arbuthnots and the Aylmers had all 
invited them to Christmas parties. Of course 
they would go. They were to dine with the 
Arbuthnots on the following evening. She 
hoped the girls had pretty dresses. 

"There will be quite a big party," said Mrs. 
Fortescue. " Major Reid and his son are also to 
be there. Michael Reid is a remarkably clever 
man. What sort of dresses have you, girls ? 
Those white ones you wore last summer must 
be rather otUri now. It was such a pity that 
I was not able to get you some really stylish 
frocks from Madame Aid6e in town." 

" Our white frocks will do very well indeed," 
said Florence. 



„ ^.. X 11.^ .^ur Sf)()Ke. 

Mr. Tiinmins meant. He die 
interested in my house. I exj 
my willingness to give it up an* 
in town where we oould be all 
but he was very huffy and ( 
was a sad pity that you di( 
him. It put him out. I n« 
Mr. Timmins was such an iras< 
man before." 

^' He is not ; he is a perfc 
Florence. 

" Well, Florence, I assure yoi3 
all a dear to me. Still, if he 
agreeable to you, you two 
creatures, I must not mind. I si 
see a great deal of you in the f 
miss you, my loves." 

Tears came into the little • 
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had known them for so long, and, notwith- 
standing the fact that she had been paid for 
their support, she had been really good to 
them. She had given them of those things 
which money cannot buy, had sat up with 
Florence night after night when she was ill 
with the measles, and had read herself hoarse 
in order to keep that difficult young lady in bed 
when she wanted to be up and playing about. 

Of the two girls Florence was her darling. 
She dreamed much of Florence's future, of 
the husband she would win, of the position she 
would attain, and of the advantage which she, 
Mrs. Fortescue, would derive from her young 
friends — advancement in the social scale. 
Beauty was better than talent ; and Florence, 
as well as being an heiress, was also a beauty. 

It cannot be said that the girls did much 
justice to Bridget's hot cakes. They were 
both a little stunned, and their one desire 
was to get away to their own bedroom to talk 
over their changed circumstances, and decide 
on what course of action they would pursue 
with regard to Mrs. Fortescue. In her heart 
of hearts, Florence would have liked to rush 
to the good lady and say impulsively — 
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" I am a cheat, an impostor. I haven't a 
penny in the world. You will be paid up to 
the end of the Christmas holidajs, and then 
you will never see me any more. I have got 
to provide my own living somehow. I suppose 
I'll manage beat aa a nureery governess ; but 
I don't know anything really well." 

Brenda, howevra, would not enooiira{;e any 
such lawless action. 

" We won't say a word about it," said 
Brenda, " until after Christmas Day." 

She gave forth this mandate when the girU 
in their room preparing for dinner. 
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^' It 18 the part you feel most at the present 
time," said Brenda. "It is a merciful dis- 
pensation that we cannot realize everything 
that is happening just at the moment it 
happens. It is only by degrees that we get to 
realize the full extent of our calamities." 

" I suppose it is a calamity," said Florence, 
opening her bright eyes very wide. "Some- 
how, at the present moment I don't feel any- 
thing at all about it except rather excited ; 
and there are eighty pounds left. Eighty 
pounds ought to go far, oughtn't they ? 
Oughtn't they to go far, Brenda ? " 

"No,"said Brenda; "they won't go far atall." 

" But I can't make out why. We could go 
into small lodgings and live quite by ourselves 
and lead the simple life. There is so 
much written now about the simple life. 
I have read many books lately in which very 
clever men say that we eat far too much, and 
that, after all, what we really need is abund- 
ance of fresh air and so many hours for sleep 
and very plain food. I was reading a book not 
long ago which described a man who had 
exactly twenty pounds on which he intended 

to live for a whole year. He paid two and 
o.y. ^ 



50 PLANS FOR THE FUTURE ^M 

sixpence a week for bis room and about as 
mach more for bis food, and be was very 
bealthy and very bappy. Now, if we did tbe 
same sort of (bing, we could live both of ub 
quite comfortably for two years on our eig}ity 
pounds." 

" And then," said Brenda, " what would 
happen at the end of that time ? " 

" Ob, I should be married by then," said 
Florence, " and you would come and live with 
me, of course, you old darling." 

" No ; that I wouldn't," said Brenda. " I 
am not at all content to sit down and wait. 
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I am not father's daughter for nothing. 
The book will be a success, and I shall get 
an order for another book, and we can live 
somehow. We shall be twenty thousand 
times happier than if we were in a house 
with Mrs. Fortescue looking out for hus- 
bands for us — ^for that is what it comes to 
when all is said and done." 

'' Oh, you darling ! I never thought of 
that/' said Florence. '' It is perfectly splen- 
did ! I never admired you in all my life as I 
admire you now, Brenda. Of course, I never 
thought that you would be the one to save 
us from destruction. I used at times to have 
a sort of idea within me that perhaps you 
would have to come and live with me some 
day when all our money was spent. I can't 
imagine why I used to think so often about all 
our money being spent ; but I used to, only I 
imagined it would be after I had got my trous- 
seau and was married to my dear lord, or 
duke, or marquis — anyhow, some one with 
a big place and a title ; and I used to imagine 
you living with me and being my dear com- 
panion. But this is much, much better than 
any of those things." 
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" Yes ; I think it is better," aaid Brenda. 
" I will think about the book to-night, and 
perhapti the title may come to me ; but 
ill the meantime, we are not to tell Mrs. 
Fortescue — not at least till Christmas Day 
ia over ; and we've got to take out our wbite 
dreHseR and get them ironed, and see that they 
look as frenh as possible. Now, we mustn't 
stay too long in our room : she is dying with 
curiosity, but she can't possibly guess the 
truth." 

" No ; she couldn't guess the truth, that 
would be beyond her power," said Florence. 
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you ? I want you to look your very prettiest 
self to-night." 

The white frocks were ironed by Bridget's 
skilful fingers. It is true, they were only the 
sort of dresses worn by schoolgirls, but they 
were quite pretty, and of the very best material. 
They were somewhat short for the two tall 
girls, and Brenda smiled at herself when she 
saw her dress, which only reached a trifle below 
her ankles. As to Florence, she skipped 
about the room in hers. She was in wonder- 
fully high spirits. For girls who had been 
brought up as heiresses, and who expected all 
the world to bow before them, this was extra- 
ordinary. And now it was borne in upon her 
that she had only forty pounds in the world, 
not even quite that, for already a little of the 
five pounds advanced by Mr. Timmins had 
been spent. Mrs. Fortescue insisted upon it. 
She said, ^* You ought to wear real flowers ; 
I will order some for you at the florist's round 
the comer." 

Now flowers at Christmas time are expen- 
sive, but Florence was reckless and ordered 
roses and lilies of the valley. Brenda looked 
unutterable things, but after opening her lips 
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as though to speak, decided to remain silent. 
Why should not Florence hare her pretty 
way for once ? She looked at her sister with 
great admiration. She thought again of her 
lieauty.whichwas of the sort which can scaroely 
be described, and deals more with expresaion 
than feature. Wherever this girl went, her 
bright eyes did their own work. They drew 
people towards them as towards a magnet. 
Her charming manners effected the rest of the 
fascination. She was not self-conscious either, 
so that women liked her as much as men 
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dining-room windows which faced the street to 
be cool even in the hottest weather. 

At the back of the house was a glorious 
old garden. No one had touched that. It 
measured nearly three acres. It had its walled- 
in enclosure, its small paddock, and its wealth 
of flower garden. The flowers, as far as Florence 
and Brenda could make out, seemed to grow 
without expense or trouble, for Colonel 
Arbuthnot was not a rich man, and could 
not even afford a gardener every day, but he 
worked a good deal himself, and was helped 
by his daughter Susie, a buxom, rather matron- 
ly young woman of six or seven and thirty. 
The girls liked Susie very much, although 
they considered her quite an old maid. 

No ; Colonel Arbuthnot was by no means 
rich — that is, as far as money is concerned ; but 
he possessed other riches — the riches of a 
brave and noble heart. He was straight 
as a die in all his dealings with his feUow-men. 
He had a good deal of penetration of character, 
and had long ago taken a fancy to Mrs. Fortes- 
cue's young charges. It did not matter in the 
least to him whether the girls were heiresses 
or not. They were young. They were both, 
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in hia opinioQ, pretty. He liked young and 
pretty creaturea, and the idea of sitting down 
to his Christmas dinner without these additions 
to his party would have annoyed him very 
much. 

Colonel Arbuthnot'a one extravagance in 
the year was his Christmas dinner. He invited 
all those people to it who otherwise might 
have to do without roast boef and plum pud- 
ding. There were a good many such in the 
little town of Langdale. It was a remote 
place, far from the world, and no one was 
'calthy there. Money went far in a little 
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keep it clean; what with the garden and 
helping the young servant, she had no time 
for polishing silver. Accordingly, she just kept 
out a few silver spoons and forks for family 
use and locked the rest up. 

But Christmas Day was a great occasion. 
CShristmas Day saw the doors flung wide, and 
hospitality reigning supreme. The Colonel 
put on his best dinner coat. He had worn it 
on more than one auspicious occasion at more 
than one famous London club. But it never 
seemed to grow the least bit old-fashioned. 
He always put a sprig of holly with the berries 
on it in his button-hole, and would not change 
this symbol of Christmas for any flower that 
could be presented to him. 

As to Susie, she abo had one dinner dress 
which appeared on these auspicious occasions, 
and only then. It was made of a s^ of grey 
** bardge/' and had belonged to her mother. 
It had been altered to fit her somewhat abund- 
ant proportions, and it was lined with silk. 
That was what Susie admired so much about 
it. The extravagance of silk lining gave her, 
as she expressed it, *' a sense of aristocracy.'* 
She said she felt much more like a lady with a 
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idilk lining in her dress than if she wore a silk 
dress itself with a cotton lining. 

" Thprf is something pompous and ostenta- 
liouH about the latter," she said, " whereas the 
former shows a true lady." 

She constantly moved about the room in 
I inlcr that the rustle of the ailk might be heard, 
;md occasionally, in a fit of absence — or appar- 
ent absence — she would lift the skirt so as to 
.hHow the silk linin g The dress itself was 
exceedingly simple ; but that did not matter 
lit all to Snsic. She wore it low in the neck 
iind short in the sleeves ; and it is true that 
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all sorts of weather, but very healthy withal. 

From the moment she entered the drawing- 
room to receive her guests, she never gave Susie 
Arbuthnot a thought, except in the very rare 
moments when she rustled her grey bardge in 
order to let her visitors know that the lining 
was silk. That sUk lining was her one vanity. 
,As a rule, we all have one, and that was hers. 
It was a very innocent one, and did no one any 
harm. 

On this special Christmas Day, the Reids 
were coming to dinner. Major Reid was an 
army man who had retired a long time ago. He 
was always expecting his promotion, but had 
not got it yet. He was somewhat discon- 
tented, but liked to talk over old days with 
Colonel Arbuthnot. Hjs son Michael bad been 
a favourite with the Heathcote girls as long 
as they could remember. He was considered 
to be of their own rank in life, and Mrs. Fort- 
escue, in consequence, asked him to dine, and 
play with them during the holidays. When 
he was very small, he rather bullied them; 
but as he grew older, he began to think a 
great deal of Florence's beauty, and even to 
imagine himself in love with her. He was the 
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sort of young man who always kept his father 
in a state of alarm with regard to money, and 
spent & great deal more than he had a right 
to do. He was a good-looking fellow, and 
popular in his regiment ; and as he could 
make himself very agreeable, waa a great 
favourite. 

When Christnias Day dawned on the snowy 
world, Major Reid spoke to his son. 

" Well, Michael," he said, " it's a great pleas- 
ure to have you with me. I consider my- 
self a particularly lucky fellow to be able to 
' that I haven't missed a single Christmas 
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" I shall be twenty-four my next birthday," 
said the young man. 

** Well," said the major ; '' many a man has 
married before then, and done none the worse." 

"And a great many have ruined their 
lives by marrying too young," said Reid. 
" Besides, I am only a lieutenant, father ; I 
ought not to think of such a thing until I get 
my captaincy. 

Major Reid looked attentively at his son. 

" The fact is, Michael," he said, '' you ought 
to marry money. Of course, to engage your- 
self to a girl who has not plenty of money would 
be sheer madness." 

Michael Reid looked at his father with a 
twinkle in his grey eye. He had quite a nice 
face, although it was very worldly. He could 
read through the old man's thoughts at the 
present moment as though they were spread 
before him on an open page. 

" What are you thinking of, dad ? " he said. 
" Out with it, whatever it is." 

"This," said the Major, colouring as he 
spoke ; " those two girls have come back to 
Mrs. Fortescue's. Florence ia remarkably pret- 
ty. They must both be exceedingly well off. I 
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spoke to Mrs. Fortescue the other day, and she 
told me that she doesn't know the extent of 
their fortune, but believes it to be something 
quite considerable. In fact, I should imagine 
from the way they have been brought up, 
that they must have something which runs 
into at least four figures a year. Now, the 
moment such girls go into society, they will be 
surrounded by adventurers, men who wish to 
secure them simply for the sake of their money. 
You, my dear boy, I understand, have already 
paid attentions to Florence, and why not carry 
:hem on ? This is your chance ; she is an ex- 
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always good friends. Did you say they were 
still with Mrs. Fortesoue ? " 

"Of course they are/' said Major Reid, 
tapping his foot impatiently. "Don't they 
always spend their holidays with her ? But 
they are leaving school now, in fact, they have 
left school. Mrs. Fortescue quite expects to go 
to London with them in order to take them into 
the gay world. If ever you have a chance, it 
is now ; and if I were you, I would make the 
best of it." 

Michael Reid was silent, but he broke a piece 
of toast, and ate it reflectively. His father 
saw that he need say no more, and after a 
minute's pause left the room. 

As to the young man, he went to church on 
that CSiristmas Day although he had no previ- 
ous idea of doing so. He did not dare even 
to say to himself that his object was to see the 
Misses Heathcote. But he looked very hard 
at both girls as they walked up the aisle of 
the churoh, accompanied by Mrs. Fortescue. 
Even in her plain school dress, Florence had 
an air of distinction, and Brenda looked quiet 
and charming. Michael Reid felt his heart 
beating quite agreeably. His father's advice, 
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after all, was sound. If be could secure a 
wife who had four, five, six, or eeven hundred 
a year — and, of course, there was a great like- 
lihood that she would have much more — 
why, hia fortune would be made. Florence 
had aeen no other man as yet, but she had 
a sclioolgirl friendship for him. Now was his 
opportunity. He would atrike while the iron 
was hot. 

Accordingly, in the course of the afternoon, 

as he and his father were pacing up and down 

the sheltered comer by the laurel hedge 

beside the Major's old house, Michael linked 
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sel of mistletoe, which was considered the 
oorrect thing among the yomig ladies at Lang- 
dale for the gentlemen to wear at the 
Arbuthnots' dinner parties, he went out and 
purchased a rose. He paid a shilling for a rose 
with a bud attached, and put it with care in- 
to his button-hole. When he had finished 
dressing, he surveyed himself in the glass 
with great satisfaction. He was a good-look- 
ing fellow, and might, he thought, attract 
the admiration and affection of any girl. He 
tried hard to remember what colour Florence's 
eyes were ; but hers was an evasive face, 
which baffled inquiry. It was full of subtle 
changes. The eyes looked brown one mo- 
ment, green the next ; and then again a care- 
ful observer would swear that they were grey. 
But they had a story in them at all times. 
So Michael thought to himself. He thought 
that to compare them to the stars of heaven 
would be a happy metaphor, and that he 
might use it with effect that evening. He 
hoped the night would be fine, so that they 
could go out between the dances. They always 
danced at Ciolonel Arbuthnot's on Christmas 
night. When dinner was cleared away, the tables 

Q.9. 5 
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were pushed to one Bide, and the poliebed floor 
left ready for the tread of the dancers. 

Then was Susie's really proud moment. 
She would .sit at the old piano — never in per- 
fect tune — and play one old-fashioned waltz 
and old-fashioned polka after another. She 
played a sot of the Lancers too when she was 
pressed to do so ; but was often heard to 
say she considered them too rompy. Not- 
withstanding, she was never tired of rattling out 
hor old tunes on the old piano ; and Reid 
thought of the dancing and of the happy minut« 
when he would get Florence to himself under 
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" Of comae not, my boy, if you prefer it. 
But be sure you put on good stout walking 
shoes, and change them for your pumps when 
you get in." 

'^AIl right. Dad," said this soldier of his 

Majesty's ^th Foot ; and, slipping on an 

overcoat, he stepped out into the frosty night. 

Yes ; the stars at least would be propitious. 
Although there were great banks of cloud com- 
ing up from the west, they were moving slowly, 
and he did not think they would interfere 
with the enjoyment of that Christmas dinner. 

lieutenant Reid was the very first of the 
guests to arrive at the Arbuthnots' house. 
In fact, he was so much too early that the little 
maid who was hired for the occasion had not 
her cap on, and kept him waiting at the hall 
door for a considerable time. But at last he was 
admitted, and was ushered into the Coloners 
smoking-room, that apartment being set aside 
for the acconmiodation of the gentleman guests. 
There Reid changed his walking shoes for his 
pumps, took off his overcoat, looked at his 
face in the glass, saw that his button-hole 
was in perfect order, and was the very first 
to enter the drawing-room. 
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There he sav to bis immense satisfactioQ 
Susie Arbuthnot standing by the Ore quite 
alone. The Colonel had not yet come down- 
stairs. Susie, in that grey baiige, with a 
Sushof excitement all over her face, Susie with 
her very stout figure, her diamond brooch, 
her pearl necklace, gave Reid an extraordinary 
desire to laugh. While all the world waa going 
on, poor Susie was standing still. It Sashed 
through his mind after a minute's reflection 
that when he and Florence were married, they 
would send her anonymously a faahionable 
dinner dress. He began to consider 
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keep your dear, good father from joining in 
our Christmas festivities. I don't know what 
the Colonel would say if the Major were not 
present at our Christmas dinner. Do tell me 
at once, Captain, that nothing is wrong with 
your esteemed father." 

'^ Nothing whatever," said Reid ; '' he is 
coming along presently in one of Hoggs' 
cabs. I thought I would come first for the 
simple reason that I want to have a word alone 
with yon. Miss Susie." 

" Oh, I am only too delighted," said Susie ; 
and she rustled her silk petticoat as she 
spoke, getting closer to the young man, and 
looking redder in the face than ever. '' What 
is it ? If there is anything in my power " 

"' Oh, it is quite a simple matter," he said. 
'^ You know I dine out a great deal, but I may 
say without verging a hair's line from the truth, 
that I never enjoy any dinners as I do yours 
— a litUe old-fashioned of course — but so good, 
the food so— A. 1 . Now I noticed last Christmas 
that you, Miss Susie — ah ! Miss Susie ! — 
^^ you must have been in London since I saw 
you last and picked up some of the modes of 
the great world. I noticed that you had 
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adopted (lome of the latest London fashions : 
for instance, the names of the guests put beside 
their plat€B." 

" It was Lady Lorrimer, when she was here 
two years ago, who told me about that," said 
Susie. " I generally use a number of corre- 
spondence cards, cutting them very carefully 
to the necessary shape, and printing the names 
in my very best writing. It helps our servants, 
and our visitors know where to sit." 

" Quite so. I think it is an excellent idea. 
But please tell rae — where am I to sit at 
dinner to-night ?" 
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Flofence Heathoote into dinner to-night. 
Can yon manage it ? " 

^^ I certainly can, and will. Dear, beautiful 
Florence ! No wonder you admire her. I 
will give directions this minute. Just sit down, 
won't you, near the fire. I will go and alter 
the dinner-table." 

Lieutenant Reid seated himself with a smile 
round his lips. He had achieved his purpose. 

"I thought she would help me," was his 
inward reflection. '*I was to take her in 
— ^poor Susie ! but I am flying for higher 
game. Ton my word ! the pater is right, 
and Florence is worth making an effort 
to secure. Now, it's all right. We'll go 
into the garden after dinner, and during 
dinner I can begin to lay my little trap for the 
entanglement of that gentle heart. She looked 
very beautiful in church to-day, but I do wish 
I could remember the colour of her eyes.' 
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CHAPTER IV 

CHHISTMiS FESTIVrnBS 

BY night there was no doubt whatever that 
Florence Heathcote's eyes looked their 
best. By night they were invariably dark ; 
their brightness was enhanced by artificial 
light. They were softened, too, particularly 
at such a table as Colonel Arbuthnot and his 
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little sad to-night, and that Badness gave the 
final touch to her oharms. She was quite 
pleased to be taken into dinner by her old play- 
mate, Michael Beid. She told him so in her 
sweet, bright, open way. 

''What a lot we shall have to talk of ! " she 
said. '' How long is it since I have first known 
you?" 

He tried to count the years on his fingers and 
then, moved by an inspiration, said — 

''No; I won't count — ^I can't count. I 
have known you for ever." 

"Oh," she said, with a laugh; "but of 
oourse you haven't." And then, rather to his 
honor, she called across the table to Brenda — 

" When did we first meet Michael ? I mean, 
how old were you ! " 

Brenda was talking very gently to an elderly 
cleigyman — a dull sort of man, who always, 
however, appealed to Brenda because, as she 
said to her sister, he was so very good. She 
paused and looked thoughtful ; and Susie, at 
the bottom of the table, gave her silk lining a 
swish. After a minute's thought, Brenda 
said — 

"We have known you, Michael, for four 
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years." And then she related in a gentle but 
penetrating voice the occasion of their firat 
meeting. " Florence waa," she said, " fourteen 
at the time. She is eighteen now. You 
pulled her hair : you were a very rough boy 
indeed, and you made Flo cry." 

"No, that he didn't!" interrupted Flor- 
ence. " He put me into a towering passion," 

"Yes," pursued Brenda, "and you cried 
while you were in the passion." 

" I don't know how to apologize," said the 
somewhat discomfited lieutenant : " but I 
suppose boys will be boys." 
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** I wish with all my heart and soul that you 
were as poor as a church mouse, so that I 
might show you what a man's devotion can do 
for a girl.'* 

Florence found herself turning pale — ^not at 
the latter part of his speech but at the begin- 
ning ; for was she not quite as poor as a church 
mouse ? in fact, poorer, for even the church 
mouse manages to exist ; and she could not 
exist beyond quite a limited time on the small 
amount of money which the girls possessed 
between them. 

By and by the dance began, and they did 
go out under the stars. Beid felt almost in 
love. He had always admired pretty Flor- 
ence, and to-night she looked so charming 
— so young, so very girlish, and yet there 
was a certain statehness about her. She 
was an unopened bud as yet, but full of rare 
promise. He thought of what she might be 
in a year — in two years. Other men would 
discover her charms. Oh, if only she would 
promise herself to him ! 

He did not dare to say too much that night ; 
bat while he was thinking about her, and she 
was looking up at thestars, and his chance of 
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making that remark about her eyes was bo very 
eauy. she suddenly eaid something which put 
the whole idea out of his bead. 

" You have made a remarkable statement 
since we oarae here this evening, and I do just 
wonder if you meant it." 

" I meant every Hingle word I said. How 
could I possibly mean anything else to you ! " 

" That is what I want to find out. I am 
very young, and you are the only man I have 
ever known. At school we used to talk about 
men and what they did and said and thought ; 
and, of course, we always bad our dreams." 
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a ohoroh mouse. What a very funny thing to 
Bay!" 

*'0h, it's that you are thinking of/' said 
Beid. "Well, I meant it. I meant that I 
should like you to be poor in order to show you 
what a fellow will do for a really lovely girl 
whom he——" and then he drew himself up 
abruptly and said no more, for he was afraid 
of going too far. 

" Thank you," said Florence. " Then you 
are one of the men who do not care for a girl 
because she is rich ? " 

" I ! " said Beid, being certain by Florence's 
manner that she must have over a thousand 
a year. " I should hate myself if I did." 

"I am so glad to hear it," said Florence. 
" I respect you very much." 

" I am glad " he said, in a gentle tone. 

" Do let us walk up and down by the laurel 
hedge ; we needn't go in for the next dance, 
need we?" 

I promised it to Mr. Cunliffe." 
Oh — cut his dance. Never mind him ; 
stay with me. Surely I am more interesting 
to you than Cunliffe." 

" Yes, you are ; far more interesting : in 






make up for all omissions ^ 
don. I suppose you will h 

" Perhaps so," said Flore 
by no means wished to n 

" When you go," pursue 
^' you will see plenty of me, 
at Knightsbridge for the pre 
to see you whenever I can 

''That will be very kind 

'' Not at all. It is not a ki 
self a pleasure— at least, I < 

Florence made no reply, 
said, suddenly — 

"I am glad you made thai 
never forget it — ^never." 

Again he had to ask her v 

'' About your feeling just 
I were as poor as a church 
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''That is th6 sort of man I admire," said 
Morenoe. 

" Welly always remember that I have said it 
of you. Don't forget, will you ? " 

'' I shall never forget," she replied ; and then 
they went back to the house where Susie, being 
tired out with strumming on the old piano, had 
begged for round games. There was a great 
deal of fun ; and altogether Christmas night 
passed with Mai, The girls went back in 
high spirits, and as they were going to bed 
that evening, Florence said to Brenda — 
How did you enjoy yourself ? ' 
Fairly well," she replied ; " but I saw that 
you looked happy." 

"I was," said Florence. "I have found 
one true man in the world." 

'' Michael Beid ? " remarked Brenda. '' You 
talked and danced with him a good deal." 

'' Yes ; he said one queer thing — ^in fact, he 
said it three times. He must be a very good 
fellow, better even than — ^than we imagined." 

" What did he say ? " asked Brenda, as she 
unfastened her sister's white frock, and slightly 
yawned, for she was tired and wanted to go to 
bed. 
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" He said that he would like a girl quite as 
well if she were as poor as a church moose. He 
said it BO earnestly, too. He knows nothing 
about us, but you know that sort of remark 
would not have been beUeved by the girls at 
school ; would it, Brenda ? " 

■' No ; I expect not. Well, you are as poor 
aa a church mouse, Flo, but you didn't tell him 
so ? " 

" Of course I didn't. No one must know 
before poor Mrs. Fortescue, and I suppose she 
must bo told after we have been to London to 
see Lady Marian Dixie. All the same, Brenda, 
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appointed when he waa told that both the girk 
were out. 

^^They are with Susie Arbuthnot," she 
said. ^^They went early this morning and 
won*t be back until late. I think they are going 
to have tea at the Arbuthnots'." Mr. Beid's 
face decidedly fell. " But you and I will have 
tea together/* said Mrs. Fortescue ; '^ and I 
can tell you about the dear girls. I can see that 
you are much interested in them." 

" Can you f ** he asked, looking at her critic- 
aUy. 

She laughed. 

" Of course I can," she said. " Why, you 
hardly left my beautiful Florence's side the 
whole of yesterday evening. You ought not to 
pay such marked attentions if you don't mean 
anjrthing by them.'* 

*'But suppose I do mean something," he 
said, all of a sudden. 

Then Mrs. Fortescue drew her chair nearer 
to that of the gallant lieutenant and spoke 
with great earnestness. 

** I have not the least idea," she said, '' what 
the girb' fortunes will be ; but I know, of 
oontse, that they must be exceedingly well off. 

ojr. 6 
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No exiiense has been spared during their 
school-daya. Their dress haa been quiet but of 
the most expensive make, and they have been 
taught every possible accomphshment, even 
riding, which you know is always a serious 
item in school bills. Mr. Timmins is a very re- 
served man, and has told me nothing of what 
is now to happen to them." 

" But surely, you must know something * " 
said the Ueutenant, who at that moment 
seemed quite to forget that he would like Flor- 
ence equally well if she were as poor as a church 
mouse. 
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sorts. A homely sort of fellow like — ^Uke " 

' ' Oh, you mustn't compare yourself to a 
homely sort of fellow," said Mrs. Fortesoue. 
'' An officer in His Majesty's army ! A soldier 
can take his place with any man." 

" I know ; but then I have nothing of my 
own, nothing at all, except what my dear old 
father allows me. I ought not to think about 
the girls — about either of them." 
Mrs. Fortescue jMiused to consider. 
^^ I don't know that you ought," she said. 
She had her own ideas for her young charges, 
and lieutenant Beid, a native of Langdale, 
would bring no special credit to her manage- 
ment. People would say that it was a pretty 
romance; the girl and the young man met when 
they were still children. But that was all they 
could say about a young and beautiful heiress 
marrying a penniless man. After a pause, she 



'^ You have not really confided in me, and, of 
course, if there is true and passionate and real 
love, I am the last person to stand in the way ; 
but without it I think both those young girls 
ought to have their chances." 

Mrs. Fortescue spoke with precision and 
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reserve. Keid thought her a tiresome womaJi, 
and hoped sincerely that some one else would 
chaperone the girls when they first went to 
London. His intention, however, waa to 
secure Florence before that date. He thought 
he had already made an impression on her, and 
if Mrs. Fortesoue did not help him, Susie Arbuth- 
not would. Susie was the very aoul of romance. 
Behind Susie's red face shone a soul, the kindest 
and most chiTalrous in the world ; and Susie's 
true heart beat for all that she considered true 
in love and bravery. A man must be brave, 
and a man must be loving. That was all she 
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in lore with him before she has seen other 
men.** 

Beid strolled about in the neighbourhood of 
the Arbuthnote* house until, as it were quite by 
aooident, he oame across the merry girls and 
equaUy merry Miss Artbuhnot returning home 
from their walk. They were carrying sprays 
of holly and quantities of mistletoe, and looked 
each one of them, in her own way, quite charm- 
ing. Beid fell naturally to Florence's share, 
and Brenda and Susie walked on in front. 

When they got to the front door, Susie invited 
*' dear Captain Beid *' to come in and have tea 
with them, and dear Captain Beid accepted the 
invitation with alacrity. 

^' It is so funny," said Florence, '' to hear her 
invariably call you ' Captain ' : and you never 
conect her ; why don't you ? " 

^^ Because I like the sound," he answered. 
^' I shall be Captain, I hope, before long ; and 
I like it, for your sake." 

^^ For my sake ! " she said, colouring faintly. 

*^ Yes ; there is nothing I would not do for 
you. There is no ambition that would not fill 
my heart and soul for your sake. You know 
that, Florenoey don't you ? " 
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anything special to Florence, but it was already 
quite perceptible that he Uked her and had 
singled her out for attention. Susie Arbuthnot 
noticed it ; so did the Colonel ; and so certainly 
also did Mrs. Fortescue. 

Mrs. Fortescue was the only one who was 
annoyed. The Beids were a good old family. 
SfiohaelBeid, as far as any one knew, had always 
been an excellent fellow. He had done well 
at school, and had passed into the Army with 
ease. There was no reason why he should not 
many a girl with money, particularly as he 
liked her. 

So said Colonel Arbuthnot, who knew noth- 
ing about the young fellow's debts. Susie, who 
had been talking the matter over with her father, 
quite started and coloured a somewhat ugly red 
when Major Beid was announced. 

Major Beid sat down in the chair which his 
son had just occupied, and immediately began 
to talk about the Heathcote girls. 

"How different they are from others," he 
said. " I have seldom seen any one quite — to 
my ideas— ^o beautiful as Florence." 

Then Colonel Arbuthnot said something 
which made Susie long to wear her grey 
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barege Id order that ehe might rustle the silk. 
He said gravely — 

" Your son seeniB to agree with you, Major." 

"Ah!" said the Major. "Do yea think 
so ? Well, nothing could give me greater 
happiness." 

After that Susie got up to leave the room, but 
her father called her back. 

" We have no secrets from you. Tabby," he 
said. 

Tabby waa his favourite name for her, and she 
sat down again near his side. 

"The fact is," said the Major, " I want Mike 
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he was to take her in to dinner. I don't mind 
confessing to you, Major Beid, that I had ar- 
ranged differently ; but after he had spoken of 
it, there was no help for me. I made the change 
quite easily " 

*' Qood girl ; good girl ! " said the Major. 
** WeU, if he asks me to give him my blesisng 
on such a match, you may be quite sure I shall 
do so. But we must await events ; things 
cannot be hurried ; the girl is veiy young.'' 
She is indeed," said Colonel Arbuthnot ; 

nothing more than a child." 

It was on the next day that the girls received 
a letter from Mr. Timmins. It was addressed 
to Miss Heathcote, and was sealed with a large 
red seal. It had a thick and massive appear- 
ance, and caused Mrs. Fortescue pangs of in- 
tense curiosity as she handled it before her 
young charges came downstairs to breakfast. 
There was no other letter that morning, so 
she was able to turn it round and look at the 
seal, which bore the inscription of " Timmins 
ft Co., Solicitors, Chancery Lane," and also to 
feel the bulk of the epistle. It was a long 
envelope, and Mrs. Fortescue felt absolutely 
devoured with curiosity with regard to the con- 
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tents. To open, however, a sealed QDvelope 
was an imposBibility, and she did not dare 
even to attempt the work. 

She was seated quietly in front of her copper 
urn when the girls came in. 

" Well, my dears," she said ; " how are you ? 
I hope you have slept well." 

"Capitally, thank you," said Brenda ; and 
then her eyes flew to her plate, and she aaw the 
long letter lying on it. She turned a httle pale, 
and a swift contraction went through her heart. 

Florence, however, did not even glance at 
the letter. She danced into the room in her 
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Sh6 glanced at her sister as she spoke, and 
saw that Brenda's grave eyes were fixed on the 
letter. Brenda had not attempted to open it. 
She had laid it quietly by her plate.'* 

" Who is your correspondent ? " asked Flor- 
ence. 

"I don't know," said Brenda; "but I 
suppose it is from Mr. Timmins." 

Then Florence somehow felt her appetite 
going and a coldness stealing over her. But 
Mrs. Fortescue was in the best of spirits. 

" I am delighted the man has written," she 
said. " It was so queer of him to come down 
on Christmas Eve and have a long talk with 
you two girls and not say a word to me. Of 
course, you know, my darlings, that you are to 
me as my very own children, and there is 
nothing I would not do for you " 

" You would keep us with you if we were as 
poor as church mice, for instance," said Flor- 
ence, raising her eyes (they looked brown this 
morning) ai^d fixing them with a saucy air on 
the good lady's face. 

"Indeed I would. I love you far beyond 
mere money. But what I want to say to you 
is this " — ^Mrs. Fortescue broke a piece of 
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toast as she apoke, and her voice became a 
little nervous — " that whatever Mr. Timmins 
intends to do for your future, I do trust he 
will not leave me out of it. I do not think it 
would be right of him, seeing that I have had 
the care of you ever since you have been both 
little children," 

" We have been most of our time at school, 
have we not ? " said Brenda. 

" Yes, dear ; that is quite true ; but who has 
prepared you for your school, and who has done 
her utmost to make your holidays happy ? " 

" Indeed, you liave ! " said Brenda, her voice 
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" Yes, oh yes ; we will be sure to say it," 
said Florence in a glib tone. 

Breakfast went on. Brenda did not attempt 
to open her letter. 

"I wonder why you don't read what the 
good man has said," remarked Mrs. Fortescue. 
" He probably, to judge from the size of that 
letter, has given you full directions with regard 
to your future plans. I cannot imagine why 
he does not write to me." 

'^I will read the letter, if you like," said 
Brenda in her gentlest voice. 

^' Do so, dear ; I should be so much obliged." 

Brenda opened it. There was a long foolscap 
sheet which, as far as Mrs. Fortescue's acute 
vision could discern, was filled with accounts ; 
and then there was a letter. The accounts 
pleased her, only she was puzzled that they 
had not been sent to her. Hitherto, she had 
always been consulted about the dear girls. 

The letter was very short, and when Brenda 
^ad run her eyes over it, she folded it up and 
put it back into its envelope, placing the ac- 
counts also there for future study. 

'' Well, well ? " said Mrs. Fortescue, with 
great interest. 
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" Mr. Timmina wanta us both to go up to 
London to-morrow to see him." 

"And, of course, I am to go with you." 

" He does not say so ; in fact, I know he 
wishes us to go alone." 

" That is very odd." 

" He tells U3 the train to go by," pur- 
sued Bronda, " and also the train by which 
we can return. If we leave here at nine 
o'clock to-morrow morning, we shall get 
to London a little before twelve. We can 
be back with you in time for dinner or sup- 
per." 



CHRISTMAS FESTIVITIES 95 

to go/' she continued, and she looked across at 
Florence. 

Florence said " Yes/' but her tone was not 
very lively. Mrs. Fortescue glanced at her. 

" She is thinking of Lieutenant Beid," was 
her thought. " Poor child ! Well, of course, 
he is handsome and well-bom, and she has 
plenty of money, only I always did think 
that with her great beauty she would be the 
one to make the best match. However, there 
is no interfering with nature, and if she loves 
him — and beyond doubt he loves her — it will 
be all right." Aloud Mrs. Fortescue said — 

*^You had better send a telegram to Mr. 
Timmins to tell him you will go up by the train 
you mention. I will prepare sandwiches for 
you for the journey, and take you to the station 
and come again to meet the train by which 
you return. Nothing will induce me to neglect 
even a particle of my duty : you may be cer- 
tain of that, my loves. Only I do hope, 
Brenda, that if you can put in a word for one 
who truly loves you, during your interview with 
Mr. Timmins, you will mention me as the chap- 
erone you would like best." 

" I will mention you with real affection," said 
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Brenda ; and she got up as she spoke and, going 
up to the little woman, kissed her on her fore- 
head. Then she said, gently : " Mr. Timmins 
specially says not to send a telegram — that a 
postcard will do equally well." 
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A FROPOSAL AND A PBOMISB 



SOON after lunch on that day Florence 
went out alone to execute some small 
commissions for Mrs. Fortescue. She was 
wearing a sealskin cap and very chic little 
sealskin jacket. No one could look nicer 
than she did in her pretty and expensive dress, 
and nothing could become her radiant com- 
plexion and those changeful eyes of hers 
better than the sealskin cap, which revealed 
beneath its narrow brim just a touch of that 
bright chestnut hair which Lieutenant Reid 
thought of by day and dreamed of by night. 
It was only last night that he dreamed he was 
touching that hair and even kissing it and 
calling it his own. Now it was a queer dream, 
for his looks were harsh and, of course, very 
short, and although he had thick hair, it was 
not exactly beautiful. He could only have 
called Florence's chestnut locks his own in 
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He was quite delighted with himself for re- 
membering Wordsworth's ideal of the per- 
fect woman, and said to himself that he must 
really be in love. He showed symptoms of the 
complaint that morning by not taking quite 
such a large breakfast as usual, and also by 
being strangely silent while Major Reid chatted 
on the invariable subjects which now inter- 
ested him — ^those local matters which he as 
a magistrate of the peace was engaged in, viz. 
the poachers in the neighbourhood, the state 
of the autumn crops, the distress amongst 
the poor, his own extremely Ught purse. 

His remarks with regard to his purse did 
rouse Michael Reid's attention. There was not 
the slightest doubt that he would have to 
speak to his father about that five hundred 
pounds which he owed. It must be met 
somehow, and that before very long. He owed 
it to one man in particular, a money-lender, 
who had no pity and no idea of allowing the 
debt to lie over beyond the day when it was 
due. Exactly five hundred pounds would be 
expected to be paid to him in a month's time, 
therefore before that date he must be properly 
engaged to his darling Florence. He would 
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then be absolutely a free man. Five hundred 
pounds was such a trifle. No yoiuig man in 
his position could exist in the Army with- 
out getting into debt, Florence need never 
know about it. His father would pay it gladly 
when once he knew that his son was securing 
over a thousand a year, Florence's income 
would probably be fifteen hundred a year at 
the least. If that was the case, he would pay 
his father back with interest during the first 
year of their marriage ; and she, his darling 
Florence, need know nothing at all about it. It 
was not likely that a sharp old card, as he 
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ing aealBkin cap and jacket, and muff to 
matoh. 

She was all in brown to-day» for her dress 
was made of some brown stuff too, and her 
boots were brown, and very small and pretty. 
He liked a woman to have pretty feet, and 
beyond doubt Florence had. Altogether, she 
was, as he expressed it, admirably turned 
out. She was a charming young creature. 
His heart beat with the intoxication of first 
love as he drew close to her side. He took 
off his hat and came up to her eagerly. 

''This is luck!" he said. 

She coloured. She was really interested 
in him. A man who could care for a girl who 
was as poor as a church mouse must be worth 
something, and she had never before in her 
young ezperienoe met any young man — that 
is, on terms of equality. Major Reid's son 
had been indifferent to her as a boy, but as a 
man he was quite agreeable and — ^yes — very 
good4ooking. So she, too, stopped, and ex- 
pressed pleasure in her dancing brown eyes 
(yes, they were brown to-day ; he thought, 
after all, he liked them when they were brown 
best) and said — 
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" I am glad I have met you. Are you going 
anywhere in particular f " 

" I am going wherever you are going," he 
said, taking his cigarette from his mouth and 
throwing it away. 

She laughed in a very soft and musical way. 

"If you go with me," she said, "you will 
have a very dull time, I am only out to do 
some shopping for Mrs. Fortescue. She has 
given me a list of things to get from James, 
the grocer, and also, I am to buy a duck for 
dinner at Henderson's. You won't care to 
accompany me on these stupid expeditions." 

'' Oh yes. I shall." he answered. " 1 will 
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" Well," he said, " my reward is this. The 
day is lovely. Why won't you take a walk 
with me afterwards ? " 

''But I shall be late for lunch. Mrs. 
Fortescue always has lunch ready at one 
o'clock." 

'' Never mind : if you are out she and Brenda 
wiU limch alone. Do come with me, Florence, 
do. I want to talk to you so badly." 

Florence remembered his speech about the 
church mouse. He did like her for herself. 
Of course he must not be told yet. No thought 
of her money had ever entered into his unworldly 
soul. He was nice. After all, why should she 
not have a bit of fun ? It was tiresome 
walking with him in the presence of Susie 
Arbuthnot and Brenda. Why not walk with 
him all alone ? " 

" I wiU go with you," she said, " if you will 
give me lunch somewhere. For when one 
o'clock comes, I shall be very hungry and 
will want something to eat." 

" Then I tell you what we'll do," said the gal- 
lant lieutenant in a resolute tone, and thinking 
with great satisfaction that he had an unbroken 
sovereign in his pocket. '' I will take you as 
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far as Johnson's, by the river side ; it is two 
miles from here, and we will have the very 
choicest tittle lunch I can possibly order, and 
have a good time by ourselves." 

" But what will Mrs, Forteecue think I " 
I said Florenoe. 

'' You can aend her a note, if yon like. 
James would send it with the groceries." 

" So he would — so he would ! " said Florenoe. 
" Very well : I will go with you ; it will be 
I great fun ! " 

She skipped along by his side ; it seemed 
I impossible to her to walk like other girls ; 
if inward si 
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liked to walk fast, and Michael agreed with 
her. He hated girls who were not strong : 
he hated delicacy of any sort. Florence was 
quite perfect. She had such magnificent health. 
He did not believe she even had the faintest 
idea what it was to be tired. Florence, with 
a smile, assured him that such was the case 
— she did not know ; she was always well. 
Brenda, poor darling, sometimes had head- 
aches, but she, Florence, never had. 

" It is a good thing that I am strong, isn't it?" 
she said with a laugh. 

He replied in the afiSrmative. 

By and by they reached Johnson's, an 
inn by the river side, much frequented in the 
summer by all sorts and conditions of people, 
and in the winter carrying on a fair trade by 
bicyclists. 

On this special day, however, the inn par- 
lour was empty and the young pair had it to 
themselves. Reid felt more in love than ever 
as he showed the menu to Florence, and con- 
sulted with her over the special dainties they 
were to have for lunch. She said she would 
like bee&teak best and plenty of onions. She 
hoped he did not mind onions. He said he 
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adored them, and Florence laughed and showed 

lier white teeth. 

She really was an adorable girl ; and her 
tastes were so simple. He asked her what she 
would like to drink, and she said water. He 
ordered water, therefore, for her and a bottle of 
Guinness' stout for himself. 

While they were partaking of their lunch, 
Florence told him that she and Brenda were 
going to London on the following day. 

" We are going to see Mr. Timmins,' she said. 

'" Oh, your lawyer ? " he remarked at once. 
" He is going to arrange with you about your 
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eecue to come. He wants to see us quite 
alone." 

'' He is going to make arrangements about 
you ; I quite understand/' said the lieutenant. 

It was there and then he made up his mind. 
If he did not seize the present opportunity, 
Florence, beautiful Florence would be snatched 
from him. Some one else, perhaps some 
horrid City magnate with lots of money, would 
come forward and win the darling girl. It 
could not, it must not be. 

They had finished their lunch and the Ueu- 
tenant had paid for it, gallantly giving a sub- 
stantial tip to the red-elbowed girl who had 
waited on them. They then left the cottage 
and went slowly along by the river side. 

The river was very full just now and made 
a babbling sound. The snow and cold of 
Christmas had given place to milder weather. 
There was quite a spring-like feel in the air, 
and the lieutenant felt more in love than 
ever. 

** Florence," he said suddenly, **do you 
remember what I said to you on Christmas 
night ? " 

You said a great many things to me 
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then," she answered, somewhat flippantly ; 
" I cannot remember them all." 

" But there woa one very special thing, and 
I think I said it several times." 

" Oh, now I remember," she said colouring, 
and a different expression came into her face. 
Her eyes grew large and dark and were turned 
upon him with a certain solemnity, with a 
look as though she would read him through. 

" Tell me, tell me with your own lips what 
I said," was his answer. He trembled as he 
spoke ; he was feeling desperately in love. 

" You said," answered Florence, " that 
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Florence was a good deal startled. All 
girls have dreamt of their first proposal, and 
when the proposal comes it is generally as 
unlike their dreams as any one thing can be 
unlike another. But there was something 
about this one, coming as it did at this special 
time, which touched the girl inexpressibly. 

" Will you give me," she said, " one month 
in which to consider the matter ? " 

He thought of his debt, that debt which must 
be met in a month's time. He could not keep 
his father in uncertainty until then. 

" No," he said. " No ; say now that you 
will marry me— now ; promise me now, my 
own little Florence. If you care for me the 
least bit now, you will love me twice as well 
in a month's time." 

**Give me a week then," she answered. 
*' I must think the matter over for a week — 
and say just once again to me that you would 
like me to be as poor as a church mouse in 
order to show me how much you care for 
me. 

He was obliged to be satisfied with this, but 
he talked love to her all the way home, and 
before they reached the village of Langdale he 
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had even kissed her once on her forehead. 
Oh yes ; he was in love. All waa right. 

" Remember, in one week I come to you 
for the fulfilment of your promise, Florence," 
was his answer when at last they parted out- 
side Mrs. Fortescue'a door. 



CHAPTER VI 

AT MR. TIMMINS' OPFICB 



THAT evening late, Florence, in the se- 
clusion of their chamber told Brenda 
what h€ul happened. 

'' You know," she said, '' that we have 
nothing. I think it is dreadful of Mr. Tim- 
mins to make a mystery about it, and to let 
us appear before the good folks at Langdale 
as apparently wealthy girls ; but on one 
matter, at least, I am obliged to him. This 
has given me the opportunity of finding a 
true heart." 

" A true heart, Flo ? " said Brenda. " What 
do you mean ? " 

" What I say," answered Florence. " You 
know I took a walk to-day with Michael 
Reid." 

** Oh, with poor old Michael," said Brenda, 
in a tone as much as to say that Michael at 
least did not count for much, that he was a 
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poor sort of fellow, and need not agitate the 
girls just then. But Florence's next words 
aatonished her elder alster very much. 

" I am a year younger than yon," said Flor- 
ence, " and I have been proposed for before you, 
Erenda. Michael cares for me ; he cares for 
me for myself alone. He absolutely wants me 
to be poor, very poor, as poor as a church 
mouse, ho saye, in order that he may show 
to all the world how deeply he loves me. He 
doesn't care for me in the very least because 
he thinks I have money. He wants me to be 
poor : he told me all about it to-day. He 
mentioned the subject Brst at the Arbuthnots' 
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*' he spoke up like a man. I suppose a man 
can't help loving a girl." 

*' He ought not to have done it like that," 
repeated Brenda. " I know I am right : 
he ought on no account to have done it like 
that." 

*' It is very queer of you to speak to me in 
that tone, Brenda," said her sister, ** and I 
must say that I am very much astonished. 
I cannot understand what you mean. Why 
should not Michael care for me ? He is a 
gentleman : he is an officer in the King's army. 
We know his father ; we know his people. I 
don't know why you should talk to me like 
that. I suppose a man will propose to me 
some day, just as some one will propose to you, 
darling Brenda ; and you will love him with 
all your heart and soul." 

" Oh, I don't know," said Brenda. " I am 
not beautiful like you, Flo. But tell me all 
about it, darling. Tou startled me very 
much when you first spoke, and I suppose I did 
wrong to be a little bit annoyed. It hurts 
me to think that my only darling sister should 
care for any one else better than me." 

" But I don't know that I do," said Florence ; 
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" only of couree," she added, " he was very 
nice, and he did say so emphatically that be 
only cared for me for myself." 

" And what did you say to him, Flo ? " 
" I told him that he had startled me, and 
that I wanted a month to think it over. He 
would not give me a month, but he gave me a 
week. What I feel is this, Brenda : that he 
must know all about our changed circumstances 
before I give him my true answer. Then if he 
comes forward, as indeed I know he will, I shall 
feel at least assm^d that be cares for me for 
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as I do now, be engaged to him, and we could 
wait a year or so while I — I was earning 
money. It does seem so queer to think that I 
should have to earn money in any way ; and I 
am sure I haven't the faintest idea how to set 
about it — ^not the very faintest. But I sup- 
pose Mr. Timmins will give us some sort of 
directions to-morrow." 

** I suppose he wUl/' said Brenda. ** It is 
queer, the whole thing. We have been al- 
lowed to grow up, you and I, as though we were 
rich girls. We have had every possible luxury 
and every possible educational advantage, and 
I know the people at Langdale think us rich 
enough, and yet we haven't a penny in the 
world." 

" Oh yes ! " said Florence ; " we have seventy- 
five pounds ; don't forget that : that is quite a 
good sum — at least, it seems so to me." 

^'Half of it would buy your trousseau — at 
least some sort of trousseau for you, if you de- 
cide to marry the lieutenant at once," said 
Brenda. Then she added : '' It is all very 
puzzling; but you must do what you think 
light ; only we won't tell Mrs. Fortescue any- 
thing whatever about it." 
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After this convereation, the girls went to 
bed, and both slept the sleep of the just, 
pretty Florence looking prettier than ever 
in her happy innocent dreams — for was she 
not loved juat for her very self alone, and was 
not that something to be proud of ? 

They were awakened early in the morning 
by Mrs. Fortescue, who herself brought them tea 
to their room, and fussed over them, and paid 
tliem avast amount of attention, and begged 
of tliem. as thoy were getting ready for their 
journey, not to forget to pot in a good word for 
her when Mr, Timmins talked about their 
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when they got to London. She herself saw 
them into a first-class carriage marked ''For 
Ladies only," and she gave them also into the 
charge of the guard, paying him five shillings in 
advance for looking after them. It is true she 
paid him this money out of the girls' own little 
fund, but it quite looked as if she were spend- 
ing her own worldly goods for their advantage. 
The last thing they saw as they left the little 
station was her kind and y^t anxious face gazing 
after them. She was blowing kisses to them, 
and wondering most anxiously what would 
happen between now and the evening when she 
was to meet their train again. 

'* I do feel," said Florence, as the train brought 
them beyond the narrow confines of the little 
town of Langdale, ** that we are deceiving dear 
Mrs. Fortesoue most horribly." 

'* Well, it's no fault of ours," said Brenda ; 
" we'll have to undeceive her to-morrow. But, 
after all, she won't suffer, for Mr. Tinmiins will 
pay her in full for keeping us until the end of 
the holidajrs ; and then, instead of going back 
to school, we'll begin our life's work. I do feel 
excited about what is going to happen to-day, 
don't you, Florence ? " 
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Florence BsSd she did, and Bat back in her seat. 

But her thoughts were considerably absorbed 

with Lieutenant Reid. She was wondering 

what he was doing, and how he was spending 

his time, and considering how she would pass 

I her own time until that day next week, when she 

I could tell him that he might have his very 

I heart's desire, and that a girl, poor as the 

I poorest church mouse, would be willing to marry 

] him. 

" How glad he will be," thought Florence. 
' He is very nice, very nice indeed ; but, of 
I course, we must be engaged for some time 
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Florence replied in the a£Srmatiye. 

They were then ushered by Mr. Andrews into 
a very comfortable private brougham which 
belonged to Mr. Timmins, and were taken 
straight to his office in Chancery Lane. 

Mr. Timmins was the head of a large firm of 
solicitors, and the girls passed through many 
rooms fuU of clerks, both old and young, who 
looked up as they i)assed by and gazed at them 
with admiration. Even Brenda was a pretty 
girl, but Florence was quite above the ordinary 
with regard to good looks. There was some- 
thing so fresh and innocent, and withal pathetic, 
about"^ the young creatures, that the men who 
watched them felt their hearts softening both 
with admiration and affection. Those who 
were old thought that they would like such 
girls to be their daughters, and those who were 
young felt instinctively that such girls would 
make good wives and sisters. The girls passed 
through the different rooms, and were presently 
ushered into Mr. Timmins' own private sanctum. 

He was waiting for them, and was quite 
alone. He gave them both a very hearty 
welcome, and desired them to take off their 
hats and jackets and sit near the fire. Brenda 
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obeyed at once, but Florence looked rest- 
leas and impatient. 

" lauppose," she said, after aminute's pause, 
while she was fiddling with a feather boa 
which she wore round her neck, "you will 
tell us to-day, Mr. Timmins, just what we are 
to do in the future." 

"I have sent for you for that purpose," he 
replied. 

" We have got to earn our hvii^, haven't 
we ? " said Florence. 

"Well," he replied, speaking slowly, "girls 
who have no money have, as a rule, to earn 
their 1 
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She then sank back in the eaay-chair provided 
for her by Mr. Timmins. 

" Now, my dears," said the good man, " I 
told you the other day that I would send for 
you when I had something in my mind's eye 
for your benefit ; and I think I have something. 
It is my proposal, therefore, that we shall first 
of all partake of a little lunch. You must be 
very hungry, both of you, for I know you started 
from Langdale at nine o'clock ; and after* 
wards we will go to see Lady Marian Dixie." 

'* But what can she want with us ? " said 
Brenda. 

" She will tell you herself," said Mr. Timmins, 
in his grave voice. 

"And we have just seventy-five pounds to live 
on," said Florence. "It seems a good deal 
of money, for although, Mr. Timmins, although 
you were always very generous, you did not 
give us a lot of pocket money ; you just bought 
our clothes for us, and paid our school bills, and 
paid Mrs. Fortescue in the holidays ; but we 
ourselves never had much, had we, Brenda ? " 

" Good gracious ! " said Mr. Timmins — 
he threw up his hands as he spoke — "you 
cost hundreds a year, girls — hundreds a year." 
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" Then," said Florence, etill speaking gravely 
and taking the lead, which completely aston- 
ished her sister Brenda, " don't you think you 
did exceedingly wrong to wasta all that money 
on UH when you knew that by and by we 
should have nothing ? " 

Mr. Timmins turned rather red. 

" I sent you the account in full, didn't I, 
Brenda ? " he said, 

" You sent me an account," said Brenda ; 
"but, to tell you the truth, I haven't read it 
yet." 

" Oh ! " said Mr, Timmins, with a groan. 
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** What do yon mean ? " said Mr. Timmiiis. 

" I am glad you have spoken of it, Florence," 
said Brenda. ** Even if you had not, I should 
feel it my duty to do so." 

*' Oh, tell him yourself, tell him yourself ! " 
said Florence. She sprang from her seat by 
the fire. '^Tell him when I am not in the 
room. I want him to know : I want you two 
to talk it over. Is there no private room where 
I can go while you are talking it over, Mr. 
Timmins ? Is this your only private room ? " 

Mr. Timmins looked quite excited : nay, 
more — ^he looked delighted. 

Do you see that door, Florence ? " he said. 

Open it ; and you will find a little room with 
a fire. A clerk may be sitting at his table 
writing letters for me, but he won't trouble 
you. Here is to-day's copy of The Times, my 
dear : you can take this with you to read. 
An intelligent, well-educated girl ought to 
read her Times every day. I have ordered 
lunch to be here in a quarter of an hour ; so 
you had better go at once if you really wish 
Brenda to tell me your story." 

Florence got up. She felt red all over. 
There was a tingling sensation down her back. 
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She was half ashamed and half proud. Her 
lover was assuming a magnitude in her eyes. 
He must really be a most heroic person to 
wish to marry her even though she had not 
a penny. According to Mr. Timmina, men 
never did marry penniless girls in these daye, 
even though the girls were beautiful. 

She quickly reached the shelter of the httle 
room, shut the door behind her and, sitting 
down with her back to the clerk, pretended to 
read The Times. Meanwhile, Mr. Timmina 
turned anxiously to Brenda. 

" What does this mean ? what is it, Brenda 1 " 
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who are, in my opinion, absolutely sweet ; and 
there are the Misses Salter, who are very kind 
and very, very nioe ; and there is Major Beid 
— a dear old gentleman — and Major Beid's 
son. It is about Major Beid's son I want to 
tell you." 

" Yes — ^yes ! " said Mr. Timmins, in an 
impatient and very anxious voice. 

'' He is in the Army," continued Brenda. 
" He is quite young — I don't know his age, 
but he cannot be twenty-five yet. He is a 
lieutenant in one of His Majesty's regiments 
of foot, and we have known him since he was 
a young lad and we were children. I never 
did notice that he especially cared about 
Florence ; but this Christmas his manners were 
completely changed — ^in fact, the other day, 
he asked her to marry him." 

" Thinking that she would be an heiress, 
no doubt, the young scoundrel ! " said Mr. 
Timmins, with an angry twist of his person 
aa he spoke. 

'* Oh no ; there you wrong him. He told 
Florence most emphatically that he oared for 
her only for herself, and he would marry her 
gladly if she were as poor as a church mouse. 
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Now, I don't know why church mice should 
be especially poor ; but that was his expression, 
and it has had a great weight with Florence, 
who knew the truth all the time, but could not 
tell him on account of her protnise to you." 

" Ha ! " said Mr. Timmins. " She never 
told him — the little witch — did she ? " 

" Of course she didn't. She had faithfully 
promised you not to breathe it to a soul," 

" And what sort is he, Brenda ? You can 
tell me, because you are not in love with him. 
Now, give me a fair and unbiassed opinion of 
what sort the young man is." 
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"You wouldn't mind your sister marrying 
him, would you ? " 

" No« if she loved him." 

"Thank you very much, Brenda. You 
can't tell me any more for the present." 

" Do you think he wiU propose to her when 
he knows— or rather do you think he will 
renew his proposal ? " asked Brenda anxi- 
ously." 

"That remains to be proved, my dear. 
Ah ! here comes lunch. We wiU, for the 
time at least, consider that the young man is 
faithful and means what he says. Time 
alone can prove what his true sentiments are. 
Call your sister back ; this will make a little 
change in my arrangements for you both. 

Florence re-entered the room. She had 
not found the o(^y of the day's Times particu- 
larly interesting. Her cheeks were still flushed. 
She looked with apprehension at Mr. Timmins, 
but kind Mr. Timmins patted her on the 
shoulder and said, " Gk>od girl, good girl ! " 
in an appreciative way, which put her at her 
ease at once ; so much so, that she thoroughly 
enjoyed the very excellent repast which was 
sent in from a neighbouring restaurant, and 
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of which both girls ate with appetite. When 
1 it was over, Mr, Timmins aaid — 

" Now, my dears, I want to say something 
I to you." 

They both looked at him attentively. 
" I am going to take you, Florence, and yon, 
I Brenda, to see my old friend, Lady Marian 
Dixie. She is an elderly woman and fuD of the 
milk of human kindness. She will talk to you 
herself, and I will not tell you beforehand 
what she is likely to say : indeed, it would 
be difficult for me to do ao, for I do not know 
myself. Afterwards, the probabilities are that 
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••And I," said Florence, "am I to tell 
Mrs. Fortescue " 

" Nothing of the sort, my dear : I should 
be sorry to give you such a piece of work. I 
will mjrself write to Mrs. Fortescue, and tell 
her that her services, as far as you both are 
concerned, wiU come to an end on the twentieth 
of January, that Brenda has f oimd a home — 
as I expect will be probable — ^with Lady 
Marian Dixie, and that she will be paid for 
you both until that date." 

" And I ? " said Florence, once more. 

" Ah, Florence," said the old lawyer ; " better 
things may be in store for you ; but time will 
prove. There is nothing, my dear, in all the 
world, like disinterested affection, like the 
true, true homage of the heart, which has 
nothing to do with money nor outward acces- 
sories. In fact, my dear girls, I may as well 
tell you that I have the greatest horror of 
those men who are known as fortune seekers, 
the men who court girls simply because they 
want their money. A girl who has not money 
has a very poor chance in the society in which 
she usually moves. I do not know which is 
the worst off, the handsome poor girl who is 
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attracted by the rich parvenu and marries 
him for his wealth, or the handsome poor num 
who marries the rich girl because of her money. 
You, my dears, will at leaat be saved from 
this calamity. But now, come ; I have ordered 
the brougham to be ready for us at a quarter 
past one, and I think the time is up. I will 
ring for Andrews. You, Florence, will be 
on your way back to Langdale soon after 
three o'clock, so we have not too much time 
to spare." 

Andrews answered the summons of his 
chief, and assured him that the brougham was 
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little things that you might require. Just 
say the word, my dears : do not hesitate. I 
know girls want so many pretty things — 
gloves, shoes, boots, hats, handkerchiefs, etc. 
etc." 

But the Heathcote girls assured good Mr. 
Timmins that they were well supplied with 
all these necessaries. They took care to 
assure him that there was not a single thing 
that they required, and he was forced to 
accept their word, although he seemed more 
uneasy than pleased when they rejected any 
sort of help on his part. 

They drove across St. James' Park, and 
then down a quiet street, until at last the 
carriage stopped before Lady Marian Dixie's 
door. Here a grave man in livery and with 
powdered hair immediately answered the 
bell. He assured Andrews that his mistress 
was within. Mr. Timmins got out of the 
carriage and had a private word with him. 
He then turned to the girls. 

"Hudson," he said, "will show you into 
the dining-room for a few minutes while 
I talk to Lady Marian." 

He went upstairs quite lightly, two steps 
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at a time, and the girls stood and faced each 
other in the great dining-room of the house in 
Cadogan Place. Florence looked full at Brenda. 
" Brenda," she said, "if I had thought 
for a single moment that this sort of half 
engagement— for it scarcely amounts to that — 
which now exists between Michael Reid and 
myself would part rae from you, I t<hould never 
have consented to it. I don't want to go 
hack to Langdale alone. I don't want to, 
T don't wish to, I won't go back without you. 
You must come back with me, Brenda, darling 
Brenda ! " 
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'' But all the same," she added, " it is odious 
going back to Langdale without you ! and 
then when Mrs. Fortescue finds out, it will 
be awful, awful ! " 

'' No : I don't think it wiU," said Brenda. 
'' I am sure Mr. Timmins wiU be exceedingly 
careful not to make anything awful for you, 
Florence. Ah! and here he comes." 

The door was opened, and Mr. Timmins 
came in. He was accompanied by a beautiful 
old lady, whose hair was snowy white. She 
wore a white cap made of Brussels lace. She 
was dressed in soft grey and wore a white 
embroidered scarf round her shoulders. Any 
one more elegant and altogether lovely than 
this old person the girls had never seen. She 
was as far removed from the people at Langdale 
as light is from darkness. Each movement 
was aristocratic, and in addition to that, she 
had one of the kindest faces in the world. 

" How do you do, my dears ? " she said, 
coming forward at once and taking a hand 
of each. ^' Now, let me guess to whom I am 
speaking. Yes, this must be Brenda. Brenda, 
you have such a look of your mother. I used 
to know her very, very well indeed a long time 
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ago ; and this, of course, is Florence ; she 
has got her father's eyes. Well, come upstairs 
with me, dears, won't you ? and let us have a 
chat together," 

The girls followed the old lady upstairs, but 
when they reached the drawing-room landing, 
they were astonished to find that Mr. Timmina 
had not followed them. 

'■ Where is Mr. Timmina ? " asked Florence 
at once. 

" He will see you back to the railway station 
presently, Florence," was Lady Marian's reply. 
" He would rather we had a chat all alone for 
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wiU give you what clothes are neceesary, and 
you in return wiU write some letters for me 
and occasionally read aloud to me. I hope to 
make you quite happy. I would do more> 
far more than this for your mother's 
daughter." 

^' But what about Florence ? " said Brenda, 
her pretty eyes filling with tears. 

''Ah weU/' said Lady Marian; ''I did 
intend to offer the same hospitality to Florence, 
and she is at liberty to come to me if she 
wishes ; but I think it is only fair to her to let 
her return to Langdale ; at least for the present. 
If you do want to come to me, Florence, you 
have only to send me a letter." 

'' To come on a visit ? " asked Florenoe. 

"Wen, yes," said the old lady. "I do 
not want a companion. You see, I have my 
maid Pearson, who has been with me for 
many long years, and who understands all my 
requirements. But I will do for you what I 
do for your sister, and it is only a matter of 
three months. At the end of that time you 
must, of course, both of you find some means of 
earning your Uving." 

Florence rose proudly to her feet. 
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" Very well," she said. " I do not think I 
will trouble you," 

There was a distressed look on her face, and 
Brenda never felt nearer crying in the whole 
course of her life. 

" Oh, Florence," she said, " I would give all 
the wide world to be going back with you to 
Langdale to-day ! " Then ahe turned to Lady 
Marian. " I know well," she said, " that you 
mean to be kind, but you cannot possibly tell 
what this means to homeless girls who have 
I never been parted before in the whole course 
of their lives." 
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"J never felt so wretched in all my life ! " 
she said. '* I almost hate Michael ! But for 
him I should be staying with you here ; and 
yet how could I stay just on a visit with that 
old lady ? It is all very well for her to say 
that she was a friend of our mother's, but she 
is no friend of ours." 

"She seems very kind, very kind indeed," 
said Brenda ; " and I know she wiU be good 
to me. I wiD write to you every day, Florence." 

"Yes, do," said Florence. "But oh! I 
am a miserable girl ! " 

She cried long and hard, and when at last 
Mr. Timmins came to fetch her, her face was 
quite disfigured by her bitter sobbing. 

" Come, come," he said, " this wiU never do. 
You will smile at this dark hour some day, 
Miss Florence. But now we have just barely 
time to reach the railway station. I am going 
to send Andrews with you as far as Langdale, 
as I prefer your not travelling alone." 

Florence could not help thinking how strange 
the circumstances of their lives had become. 
They were very poor girls. They were abso- 
lutely without a penny in the world — that is, 
almost without a penny ; and yet they had to 
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travel firet-clasa, and one girl would not bo 
allowed to go back to Langdale alone. She 
turned to Mr. Timmins. An idea came to her. 

" If we are to be poor," she said, " and to 
earn our living, why don't you let us begin at 
once ? It is far, far kinder than allowing ua 
to spend our laat penny and then startmg us 
on this cold world with nothing to protect us 
against ita rebuffs." 

" But you, Florence," said the old man, 
" have secured the love of an honest heart. 
You surely, at least, are not to be pitied," 

" That is true," she said ; and the thought 
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" Good-bye for the present, dear child," he 
said. ''Tell Mrs. Fortesoue to-night when 
you see her, that your sister is staying with 
Lady Marian Dixie, and that I will write to her 
myself to-morrow or next day. It is quite 
unnecessary that she should know anything 
about your droumstances. Whatever you 
do in the future, Langdale is scarcely likely to 
be your home." 



CHAPTER VII 
AS BXCHANGiE OF O0NFIDENCB3 

WHILE the girls were in London, Mrs. 
Forteeoue had by no means parsed 
an idle day. She had meant to visit several 
friends with the avowed intention of talking 
about hor young heiresses, as she invariably 
alluded to Brenda and Florence. She would 
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company. For him to visit Mrs. Fortescue, 
therefore, on this special day was a great 
surprise to the good lady. 

She had not the least idea that Michael 
Beid cared for Florence. She had, it is tme, 
observed his attentions to her on Christmas 
Eve, but had not given them any serious 
thought. The young man was an acknow- 
ledged flirt, and was fond of the society of all 
pretty girls ; and what pretty girl at Langdale 
could compare with Florence ? That she 
had taken a walk with him on the following 
day had scarcely aroused any suspicions. 
The young people were old friends. Florence 
would make a great match some day. So 
beautiful, so rich, so well-bom — ^what had she 
not to give a husband? Poor Michael Beid 
would indeed be a silly man if he fell in love 
with a girl like Florence. The visit, therefore, 
of Major Beid did not in the least connect itself 
with Florence in Mrs. Fortescue's mind. 

She was up in her bedroom rearranging 
some of her drawers ; for she was a very busy, 
active little woman, who kept her place in 
immaculate order and never was a moment 
unemployed. She was so engaged when 
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Bridget came to inform her that Major Beid 
would like to see her in the drawing-room. 

" Dear, dear ! " thought Mrs. Forteacue, 
" What does the man want ? " 

She said aloud to Bridget — 

" Go down to the Major ; give him my 
oompliments, and saj that I will be with him 
in a moment." 

She then proceeded to put on a clean col- 
lar and a freah and becoming tie of cherry- 
coloured ribbon at her throat. Her dress 
was dark brown. She looked a very neat 
and comely little person when she entered the 
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he accomplished the distance in a couple of 
strides ; but his whole manner was so confused 
and distraU that Mrs. Fortescue wondered if 
the good man had taken leave of his senses and 
was about to propose to her. She was, how- 
ever, thoroughly sensible and practical ; and, 
knowing that the Major had certainly no 
money wherewith to support a second wife, 
turned her mind from the subject and endeav- 
oured to set him at his ease. 

" Do sit down," she said. " Do you know 
— ^I am sorry to have to say it — ^but it fidgets 
me dreadfully to see people pacing about 
my drawing-room." 

The Major dropped in the nearest chair as 
though he had been shot. 

^' May I take your stick from you ? " said 
Mrs. Fortescue. 

He resigned it with the expression of one 
who was about to suffer martyrdom. 

"Now, that is much better," she said. 
" But I would suggest an easy-chair ; there is 
one near the window. You can then lean 
back and cross your legs. My late dear hus- 
band said he never felt comfortable unless he 
could lean back in his chair and cross his legs. 



" Now I have set him at his e; 
to abandon the ridiculous ide 
to me," thought the widow. ' 
quite happy, but I do wonder 
I could have taken the oppc 
absence of the dear girls of lo 
house linen ; but he will dawc 
he will. What can he have t< 

The Major was staring hard at 
but she soon perceived that i 
looking at her, he was not seeing 
in fact, looking through her at sc 
considerably disturbed, excited, 
him. 

"The Heathcotes have gon 
have they not ? " he said. 

" Yes," she replied at once, 
have left me for the day ; but tl 
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them a mother's care, and — sweet girls ! — 
they have repaid me amply.'' 

^^ They are fine girls, both of them," said the 
Major. 

'' Fine ! " said Mrs. Fortesoue. '' I should 
poaroely express what the girls are by that 
word. Aristocratic — ^I should call them; 
more particularly Florence, and yet in some 
ways Brenda has a rare dignity of her own — 
like a sweet winter rose : that is what I call 
her ; whereas Florence is like the passion- 
flower. Marvellous grace that child possesses t 
He certainly will be a happy man who secures 
her." 

^'I am coming to that," said Major Beid. 
^^ I am coming to that. I want to confide in 
you." 

Mrs. Fortescue became intensely interested. 
She had not looked for a confidence in this 
visit of the Major's ; but now she saw by his 
red face and by the way his lips twitched that 
he had really come on special business. 

'' The fact is this," he said. " That young 
dog of mine, Michael, has had the audacity to 
fall in love with your — ^well, your adopted 
child. He is madly in love with Florence, 

10 
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" You will excuse me for a 
Mrs. Fortescue. 

She got up abraptly and left 
moment she had done so, the 
from his easy-chair, took hole 
and began to pace about mor 
than ever. 

*^If that woman puts a sp 
wheel, I shall hate her as long i 
thought. ^' She is just the spite 
it. I shall have to be very wary 
her." 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Fortesoue had 
room to recover her self-contr 
was a woman, and could quickly 
object. She came back looking 
though the Major had not broi 
special information. 
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hands and leaning on it. His stick gave him a 
lot of support. 

" Quite naturally," he repeated. 

'*As my dear Florence's mother — ^we will 
assume for the time being that I hold that 
position— you are quite right to teU me» Major 
Beid. But when — ^when did Michael give my 
deair girl to understand that he cared for her f '' 

*^ As far as I can make out, he has always 
cared for her," said the Major ; " but I don't 
think he showed her any serious attention until 
Christmas Day. You must have noticed that 
they were a good deal together then." 

*' Oh well — I naturally observed that your 
son was pleased to be with the prettiest girl 
in the room." 

^* Quite so ; most natural, most natural," 
said the Major. '^Well, yesterday they took 
a walk together, and then he told her that he- 
he loved her." 

" He ought to have spoken to me or to Mr. 
Timmins." 

^^ I don't agree with you, madam," said the 
Major. "I think the pers6n most concerned 
ought to be first talked to on so essential a 
matter. My boy is the very soul of honour. 



juuiiger son; Dut there is m 
what my boy may inherit by ar 
he is a good boy, a brave boy, 
spoke openly to the girl, and s 

^* Yes ; that is the important 
Fortesoue. " What did Florei 

'^She was wonderfully car 
considered." 

" I have taught her that," said 
drawing herself up. " I have i 
of all qualities self-control is th 
in the case of a woman." 

She asked him," continu 

to give her a week to decide, 
to town to-day. Most probabl 
her guardian." 

*' Oh dear, oh dear ! " said 1 
Then she added, the colour ro 
cheeks : ** Do von fliinir if 
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I ask you to recall it. The Beids of Ardna- 
oarrick may very justly unite themselves with 
any family in England." 

'' I am saying nothing against you, Major ; 
nor indeed against your son. But Florence 
has only just left school : she is but eighteen 
years of age, and will be, I understand, ex- 
ceedingly well off. She has also great beauly. 
My hope was that I could take a house in 
London during the spring and bring both girls 
out." 

" Yes ! " said the Major, his face hot with 
indignation. "And marry Florence to some 
dissipated rotU or some horrible American 
millionaire ! My son is a gentleman, and 
surely," he added, the anxiety in his face 
causing him to clutch his stick more violently 
than ever, "they will have money enough 
between them." 

"I do not know," said Mrs. Fortescue, 
" why you call it between them, when it hap- 
pens to be entirely on one side." 

The Major was quite silent for a minute. 
He felt the indignity of his present position, 
and would have given a good deal to put him- 
self outside Mrs. Fortescue's house at the 
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he said, after a pause — 

" My dear madam, we have 1 
for years." 

" We have," said Mrs. Porte 

*^ And neither you nor I are 

young people fall in love wit 

'* That is certainly true," saic 

"I never encouraged it." 

"Oh!" said the Major, 
that ? You were always askii 
to play tennis or croquet with 
their holidays : in fact, he wa 
out of the house. He was the < 
you admitted into their sociei 

" True — ^very true," she 
wrong ; I did not think. I h< 
won't use this knowledge to 
age." 
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I have oome to you at the first possible moment 
to tell you what I myself know — ^that the 
young people are much attracted each to the 
other, and that a marriage is likely to take place 
between them. It is impossible for either you 
or me to prevent such a union : indeed, we 
should be doing wrong were we to attempt it. 
It is best, therefore, for us to be friends in the 
matter. Two heads are better than one. 
Florence need never be ashamed of herself as 
Mrs. Beid. As my daughter-in-law she will 
have a good position, and as my son's wife 
she will be a truly happy woman. You can, 
of course, make yourself disagreeable at the 
present moment, but that will not prevent the 
marriage ; for, after all, you were only paid to 
be good to the girls." 

Mrs. Fortescue sprang indignantly to her 
feet. People never spoke directly about money 
at Langdale. No one ever before had alluded 
to the fact that she had made a nice harvest 
out of the girls. No one had been so ill-bred ; 
but now it flashed across her mind that it was 
true : it also came over her that she had been 
envied amongst the most aristocratic mem- 
bers of society in Langdale, because of her 



with a pause between each, " 
you say, be friendly in the m 

'' Yes ; that is just what ] 
help you if you can help me- 

" Won't you stay and have lu 
said Mrs. Fortesoue suddenly. 

The Major loathed having 1 
except at home, where he invari 
specially prepared, and drank 
port. The present occasion w 
however, to make him consider 
or port. 

** I shall be delighted to have lu 
he said. 

Mrs. Fortescue thought of he 
and the very sour claret Vhich si 
on the sideboard but never dran 
did food matter ? The mom 
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pagne— that she knew. Afterwards he would 
talk to her ; they would, as he expressed it, 
get to understand each other. 

She left the room to give some directions 
with regard to lunch, and came back in a few 
minutes ready to listen to the Major. On 
purpose, she drew him into other channels of 
conversation, chatting Ughtly and agreeably 
about the girls and about other matters, even 
going to the length of asking his advice as to 
what part of town would be the best for her to 
take a house for the coming season. 

Lunch, after all, was a poor affair, when it 
did arrive ; but the Major gallantly ate his 
cold mutton and drank enough champagne 
to put him into good humour. 

After the meal was over, they went into the 
drawing-room again, where excellent black 
coffee was served, and then the Major found 
courage to ask Mrs. Fortescue that question 
which was burning on the top of his tongue. 

'" You know," he said, " that my boy Michael 
could not possibly marry at present, deeply 
as he loves Florence, were she not an heiress." 

** I quite understand that," said Mrs. Fort- 
escue. 



twenty-one ; for marriage, 
equal effect with coming of a] 
18 concerned. Can you give 
what she is likely to inheri 
''No; I can V' said Mrs. 
" I have often and often trie 
have never succeeded. Mi 
is — seeing that the girls ha^ 
expense whatever since thi 
parents, and knowing that th< 
their lifetime, were very well < 
both be rich. I know that 
spent hundreds a year on th 
as to the amount he has devo 
it has really amazed me, altl 
no affair of mine. Florenc 
a set of sealskin which wc 
duchess in the land, and then 
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to-day and were met by Mr. Timmins' man — his 
confidential clerk : that I happen to know ; 
but I have not the slightest idea whether 
Florence Heathcote's fortune represents a 
pound a year, or two or three thousand." 

" Two or three thousand ! " murmured the 
Major. 

A greedy look came into his old eyes. He 
suddenly rose to his feet. 

" I am very much obliged," he said. " You 
have frankly told me all you know." 

*'Most frankly; most unreservedly. You 
will regard our conversation as confidential ? " 

" Certainly : it would not be fair to mention it 
to anybody else until the week for which 
Florence has stipulated expires," said the 
old man. " But now ; let me assure you, that 
were the dear girl blessed with nothing at aU 
in the way of money she would be equally 
precious both to my son and to me." 

" Oh, you old hypocrite ! " murmured Mrs. 
Forteecue under her breath, but she did not 
say the words aloud r people don't in polite 
society. 

The Major took his leave. 

*' Your champagne was excellent," he said, 



and Florence will give us tl 
with us at the Moat." 

'* Thank you so much, 
Forteeoue. 

The Major walked dow: 
muring to himself — 

"Two or three thousai 
true— it must be true. S 
admitted it/' 

He met his son, who was, 
him. 

Come for a walk, Mike,'' 

Oive me your arm, my b 
busy oyer your affairs dur 
and the fact is, that woman's 
has got into my head. I cai 
is that women never know i 
tween dry champagne and sin 
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"Why, my boy," said the Major, "I have 
been eating the most abominable lunch I ever 
tasted in the whole course of my life at Mrs. 
Fortescue's." 

" At Mrs. Fortescue's ? " said the young 
man. " You surely have not been there about 
— about Florence and me ! '' 

" Yes, I have, Mike, and you can't blame me ; 
and I have got the most satisfactory informa- 
tion for you. The girPs income will run into 
thousands, my boy — yes, into thousands.'' 

Now, of course, Lieutenant Beid was de- 
lighted to hear this, but he felt all the same 
annoyed at his father's lack of circumspection 
in going to see Mrs. Fortescue. 

"The news will be all over the place," he 
said. "That woman is the most inveterate 
gossip in Langdale. She will tell all her friends 
just what has happened, and if Flo chooses to 
give me up, you will be the one to blame." 

" Oh, she won't give you up. She loves you 
dearly, my boy ; and no other, no other," said 
the Major. "I really congratulate you, 
Mke ; and if there is any possible way in 
which I can help you at the present moment, 
you have but to command it. Some thousands 
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MBS. FOBTESCUE'S moming had been 
80 exciting that she really could not 
settle down at searching through her house 
linen for possible or impossible holes during the 
afternoon. It was her bounden duty to go to 
see the Arbuthnots. She ought to visit them 
after the delightful dinner they had given her 
on Christmas Day. Accordingly, putting on 
her most becoming dress, she started off be- 
tween three and four o'clock in the direction of 
their house. She must meet the train which 
would bring her darlings back to her between 
six and seven, but during ^ intervening hours 
she might fpend her.timi quite comfortably 
with Susie, chatting to heri of course — ^not on 
the subject, but on every possible subject which 
led towards it, approaching it, as it were, by 
every devious path within her knowledge. 
Susie was upright, honest as th^ day. Mrs. 



the Colonel liked them, 
pleased to see her friend 
frankly. Susie was not 
bardge, and the supporting 
therefore sustain her ; but 
dressed in an old black s( 
altered with her own oleve 
fitted her plump form to 
her neck she were a neat li 
linen cufib roimd her p 
hands were ringless and v 
always highly coloured, was 
usual, because she had beei 
of the fine morning and 
garden. She loved garden 
not a day, either suQimei^ o 
not give her sometling to 
employment. 
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desired cook to do them from a new recipe 
which I happened to cut out of a penny paper 
last week. How nice you look, Mrs. Fortes- 
cue ! and how are the darling girls ? What 
a decided beauty Florence is turning into ! '' 

*' Of course you know," said Mrs. Fortescue, 
throwing meaning into her tone, *'that both 
girls went to London this morning to spend the 
day with their guardian and lawyer, Mr. Tim- 
mins, of Pye*s Court." 

'' No, I didn't know it," said Susie. Then 
she added, seeing that something was expected 
of her : *' Did they go alone ? " 

"Well, they went together first-class, and 
were met at the station by Mr. Timmins' confi- 
dential clerk. They are coming back to night. * ' 

" Dear children ! " said Susie, in her sweet 
voice. " I am so fond of them both." 

" And they are fond of you, Susie." 

" I wonder what they will do in the future," 
said Susie. '* Is it really true that they have 
left school ! " 

" Yes, it is quite true," said Mrs. Fortescue. 

"I am sorry," answered Susie. 

"Sorry? What do you mean? Florence 
is eighteen and Brenda nineteen." 
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" Yes," said Suaie ; " but one only begins to 
appreciate school at that age. Before, one is 
too young and lessons seem a useless drudgery. 
One's mind is not big enough or broad enough 
to take in the advantages of learning. It is a 
great, great pity that Mr. Timmina does not 
give them two more years at Newnham or 
Girton or some such place." 

" Oh, my dear ! " said Mrs. Fortescue, throw- 
I ing up her hands. " How can you say any- 
thing so horrible ! Newnham or Girton ! 
They would be simply ruined ; and men do so 
hate learned women." 
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I have heard many other men say the same." 
'* Then they must be quite worthless," said 
Susie, " and we needn't bother about them. 
Ah ! and here comes the tea. Put it here, 
please, Peters." 

The servant arranged the very tempting tea 
on a little table, and Susie stood up to perform 
her duties as hostess. She was certainly re- 
markably plain, but, somehow, no one ever 
thought her plain when they looked at her, for 
goodness shone out of her eyes and seemed to 
radiate from her stout little person. Mrs. 
Fortescue was quite ready to do justice to the 
excellent tea, the rich cream, the plum cake, 
and that new recipe for hot cakes which Susie's 
cook had so successfully carried out and which 
resulted in such appetising, melting morsels, 
that the good woman was consoled for the loss 
of one of her few bottles of champagne, and for 
the fact that she knew very well that Major 
Beid had hated his limch. 

"Do you know," she said, as she finished 
her meal, " that I never enjoy my tea anywhere 
as I do here. Besides, I had a hot lunch 
to-day. Who do you think came and had lunch 
with me ? " 
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a man. 

" A man ? " said Susie, 
eyes. 

" Tes ; no less a person 
NoWy what do you think oi 

" Oh ; I like him very 

" Do you, now ? I wor 

" Why," said Susie, " Im 
nice. He is very poor, 
makes the best of his pov( 
intelligent and fond of re 

** Perhaps you like Mich 
Fortescue. 

**I am exceedingly fom 
Susie. '' He is a dear boy. 

" A boy ? " said Mrs. Fc 
call him that ? He is a d 
four.'' 
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Mrs. Fortescue sat quite still. She longed to 
add something further ; but Susie sat smiling 
to herself, for she remembered MichaePs re- 
quest that he might take Florence into dinner 
on Christmas night, and she also remembered 
the fact that he had walked through the snow 
and slush in order to secure his heart's desire. 
It would in Susie's eyes be a delightful match 
if Mike and Florence married. But she was 
not going to speak of it. Mrs. Fortescue's 
small black eyes sparkled. 

" Well, well," she said ; " we all have our 
tastes. I wiU own that in a place like Lang- 
dale one is apt to appreciate any fairly good- 
looking young man. But out in the great world 
where one meets them in shoals — simply in 
shoals — a person like Michael Beid would not 
have much chance." 

" Do you think so ? " said Susie very quietly. 
" I am sorry for the great world, then." 

*' Tou know nothing about it, Susie." 

" That is true," answered Susie, who might 
have retorted, " No more do you," but it was 
not her habit ever to say anything unkind. 

" Well," said Mrs. Fortescue, " I suppose I 
must be going. I have to meet the dear girls. 



two sweet girls until they 
their both making great r 
wealth and good looks ; for 
looking. They ought to do 
the marriage market/' 

^* If you mean by that," si 
rushing into her face, *' that 1 
worthy of them — ^I mean go 
of the word — ^good, and true 
trust they will. But if you i 
Mrs. Fortescue ; if you mean 
them for their wealth — ^f or 1 
rich, although really I know 
and what is more, I don't car 
trust they won't marry that 

"Oh," said Mrs. Fortes 
understand — you don't care 
rich or not " 



A TEMPTING TEA 167 

hope they will have sufficient, though we don't 
require much money, do we, Mrs. Fortescue ? 
I. know that is not what the world would call 
rich " (Mrs. Fortescue hated Susie for making 
this remark) ^* and most certainly father and 
I are not. We just contrive and contrive, and 
alwajTs have enough for a jolly Christmas din- 
ner when we can really entertain our friends. 
I don't beKeve any two people in all the world 
are happier than my darling dad and myself, 
and it doesn't come from riches, for we have to 
be very careful. Oh, no ; rich people are not 
the happiest, I do assure you on that point." 

Mrs. Fortescue could not help saying, *'I 
do not agree with you, Susie," and she could not 
help giving a contemptuous glance at the old- 
fashioned, very plump little figure with the red 
face and honest round eyes. But having eaten 
as much as she could of Susie's very excellent 
food, and found it quite impossible to draw 
Susie Arbuthnot into any conversation of what 
she considered a truly interesting nature, she 
left the house and amused herself doing some 
shopping until it was time to go to the railway 
station to meet the girls. 

There Florence alone confronted her — ^Flor- 



**Why, Flo— Flo, darling 
sister ? Where is my Bren 

"Brenda is staying for 
Lady Marian Dixie/' 

*' But I knew nothing of i 
take up any clothes." 

"We are to send her son 
has sent his clerk down with i 
ing back to the house with us 
I may pack some of Brenda' 
them to town by him. ] 
we shall catch the half-past 
she will get what things she 
to-night." 

"I have a cab waiting fo 
This is very unexpected. Di 
Marian Dixie!" 

" Yes," said Florence ; " an 
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" I am not specially tired, but I should like 
to get home as fast as possible in order to give 
Andrews a trunk full of clothes to take back to 
Brenda." 

" Oh, surely Brenda won't be away so long 
as that." 

Florence made no reply. She motioned to 
Andrews to get on the box beside the driver, 
and they returned to Mrs. Fortescue's house 
almost in silence. Mrs. Fortescue felt that 
something had happened, but did not dare to 
inquire. She kept repeating to herself at 
intervals during their drive back — 

'' Lady Marian Dixie — a friend of the girls' 
mother ! It soimds very nice ; still, it is 
queer. Surely, surely Mr. Timmins could not 
be so mad as to allow Lady Marian to conduct 
the girls about in London society ! It would 
be too cruel to me, after all I have done for 
them." 

When they reached the house, the cabman 
was desired to wait. Florence ran up to their 
room and, with Mrs. Fortescue's help, filled a 
trunk with Brenda's smartest things. Mrs. 
Fortescue talked all the time, but Florence was 
almost silent. The trunk was speedily packed. 
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I and the old clerk took it back to London with 
him. 

Then the two ladies, the old and the young, 
went into the drawing-room and faced eaoh 
other. 
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OW, Florence," said Mrs. Fortesoue, 
*' I suppose you have got something 
to teU me/' 

''I have/' answered Florence. She spoke 
almost flippantly. *' I am very, very hungry. 
I hope you have a nice dinner, a specially nice 
dinner for us both to enjoy together to-night, 
Mrs. Fortesoue." 

I have got a duck," said Mrs. Fortescue ; 

and ducks at present are exceedingly expen- 
sive ; but I never think of expense when I am 
providing luxuries for you and your dear sister. 
Tou deserve all the good things of life, my 
darlings, and I trust they will fall to your por- 
tion. Nevertheless, I think, I do think you 
might have confided in me." 

Florence coloured and then turned pale- 
She wondered if anyone had, in some miracu- 
lous way, become acquainted with the fact of 
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their own great pov^y ; but no, the whole 
thing seemed impossible. Florence herself 
had been careful not to breathe a word on the 
subject, and she was pretty sure that Brenda 
had not done bo. What, therefore, could Mrs. 
Forteacue mean 1 As to the other matter — 
that which related to Lieutenant Reid, it is 
sad to have to confess that Florence, for the 
time being, had forgotten the gallant lieutenant. 

" I am hungry ! " she said ; " tind I would 
rather talk to you after dinner than before ; 
that is, if you don't mind." 

" I don't mind at all, dearest," said Mrs. 
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Bridget's [knock was heard. Florence went 
to the door and opened it. 

Bridget was always respectful to the Misses 
Heathcote, for they were liberal with their 
tips and were, she considered, exceedingly 
nice, lively young ladies, who made the house 
pleasant and enabled her to stay on with Mrs. 
Fortescue. She would long ago have left that 
good lady but for the fact that the Misses 
Heathcote came to Langdale in the holidays, 
and made the place bright and cheerful, and 
caiised her mistress to provide the best food, 
and, in short, to give every one in the hoiise a 
good time all round. 

"I have come to help you, miss," said 
Bridget now. " You will be that lonely with- 
out dear Miss Brenda. We none of us knew 
she was going to stay in town when you both 
left this morning." 

" Oh, it's aU right, Biddie dear," said Flor- 
ence. '' Brenda had to stay : I don't want to 
talk too much about it, for it makes me so 
very sad." 

" Then it ain't all right, if it makes you sad," 
said Bridget. 

*' We have all of us to bear pain in our turn. 
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interested in this talk an( 
*' My poor mother, who c 
and painfal death, alwayE 
the will of Providence. I 
but I suppose she was rig 
"Yes, Bridget," said P 
quite right. Please fasten 
dress — this one, please. 1 
much." 

" We have had quite an 

said Bridget. "You wou 

but we had company to lu 

" Company ! " said Flore: 

ishment. "What do you i 

" No lees a person than A 

Florence felt herself colou] 

" He came comparatively 

Bridget, " and had a loner fo 
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glasses. He was yery friendly indeed with my 
missis, and seemed a good bit excited — ^indeed, 
they both were." 

Florence longed to ask more questions, but 
refrained, and after a time, Bridget left the 
room. Then the girl stood with her hands 
clasped together gazing straight before her 
into the long mirror which was fastened to the 
wall. She saw a very charming reflection there . 
The form of a girl, with the extreme grace of 
youth and altogether well made, stood upright 
before her. She saw sparkling eyes, and a 
wealth of hair and delicate colour on the softly 
rounded cheeks. She knew that she was 
looking at herself, and it occurred to her all 
of a sudden that there was no wonder at all 
that Michael Beid should love her just for 
herself and not in the very least for her gold. 
Was not her face her fortune ? She now felt 
quite gay and happy. She forgot her loneli- 
ness with regard to her sister and ran down- 
stairs humming a gay song. 

Dinner was announced almost immediately, 
and the two ladies went into the dining-room 
and partook of it. Florence was really hungry 
and enjoyed the carefully prepared meal. Mrs. 
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"Now," said Mrs. F 
the door had closed bel 
ask you, Florence, to en 
a great deal you ought t< 
kept in the dark too long, 
has Mr. Tunminsjarrive 
your future ? " 

** He said he would wr 
you will hear from him in 

** But you can tell me, 
be kept on tenter-hooks m 

**I would much, much 
himself," said Florence, i 
her chair. 

" But why, dearest ? ] 
to tell me ? " 

** He did not exactly d( 
he would write. From hU 
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Tou have been very, very kind to Brenda 
and me," she said ; '* and we will never forget 
it, never." 

** I trost indeed you won't, my dear," said 
Mrs. Fortesoue. *' It is my wish to continue 
my kindness to you both. And now, Florence, 
I have something to say to you on my own 
account. A little bird has told me a secret 
with regard to you. Of course, dear — ^with 
regard to Mr. Timmins, he must please himself 
as to whether he chooses to let me know what 
our future plans are to be, although I maintain 
that if I am kept much longer in the dark, I 
shall think he is not treating me fairly. But as 
to you and your dear sister — ^you, at least are 
different. Florence, I did not think, I could 
not imagine that you would have a love affair — 
you, such a child as you are too ! and keep it 
dark from me." 

Florence found herself blushing very hotly. 

'' Who told you that I had a love affair t " 
she said. 

*'My dear Florence, there is not the least 
manner of use in your hiding the matter from 
me any longer. We at Langdale know each 
other so well that we are, in fact, like one big 
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family. What affects onn affect* all. The 
Borrows of one try the hearts of all the others. 
The joya of one equally rejoice the hearts of 
all the others. In your happiness, my darling, 
the rest of us rejoice. It was Major Reid who 
told me ; he came himself to-day to speaJi of 
his son's attachment to you. He waa delighted 
himself ; he has a great, great affection and a 
deep admiration for you, Florence ; and I — I 
also think Michael an excellent yoimg man." 

" Oh — do you ? " said Florence. " Do you, 
really ? " 

She had meant to go back to her seat at the 
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ence. And he is not angry — ^really ? You 
are quite, quite sure ? 

'* Sure ? my dear child. I am certain the 
Major is delighted, Florence. He loves you as 
a daughter. But now, take this little chair 
close to me and tell me all you have to say." 

Florenoe found that she had not a great deal 
to say. There was something about Mrs. 
Fortescue which seemed to shut her up. The 
first dawning of that young love which had 
awakened in her heart did not respond to the 
touch of the eager, selfish, worldly woman. 
Of course she did love — ^yes, she was certain 
now she loved Michael ; but she hated talking 
about him. She would rather put him in the 
background, and when Mrs. Fortescue — ^in- 
stead of answering her many questions with 
regard to the young man's youth, his early 
history, his dead mother, his father when he 
was young, and those various things about his 
early life which Mrs. Fortescue knew and 
Florence did not — ^preferred to talk about the 
girl's own future, the way Michael and she 
would live (as Michael would probably leave 
the Army), and how nice it would be to settle in 
Langdale, Florence found a wall of separation 
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rising up between herself and her quondam 
friend. She pleaded fatigue at last, and went 
to her room, where ehe spent a great part of 
the night in secret tears. For, notwithstanding 
the fact that the Major had visited Mrs. Fort- 
escue, and that Michael himself had told Flor- 
ence that he would love her just the same if 
she were as poor as a church mouse, Florence felt 
certain that neither the Major nor Mrs. Fort- 
escue thought of her as a desirable wife for the 
young man except as a rich heiress. 

" Well," she said to herself finally, as she 
turned on her pillow for the fifth time, " if. 



CHAPTER X 

" AS POOR AS A CHUBOH MOUSE " 

ON the following morning, Mrs. Fortesone 
reoeived her promised letter from Mr. 
Timmins. He sat down to write it almost 
immediately he had seen Florence off by the 
train, and it arrived by first post the next day. 
Mrs. Fortescue was in the habit of having her 
letters brought up to her bedroom, where she 
used to read them, luxuriously sipping her tea 
and eating her thin bread and butter the while. 
Florence was sound asleep in bed while Mrs. 
Fortescue was reading the most startling in- 
formation she had perhaps ever got in the 
course of her life. Mr. Timmins' letter ran as 
follows — 

" My deab Madam, — 

''I do not know whether the contents of 
this letter will surprise you, but, after all, they 
need scarcely do so, for I have never for a 
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single moment given you to understand that 
you would have anything further to do with 
the Misaea Heathcote after the period devoted 
to their education was over. That time has 
now been reached, and the sum of money left 
by their Iat« father for their education has been 
expended in strict accordance with his direc- 
tions. 

" I have been happy enough to imd a suitable 
home for the next three months for dear Brenda 
Heathcote, who will stay with my friend, Lady 
Marian Dixie, in London. Florence is at 
liberty to join her sister there whenever she 
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Florence Heathoote will make him. If, on the 
other hand, he is unworthy of her, the sooner 

he shows himself in his true character, the 
better. As you probably know of this affair, 
I need not allude to it further. But what 
I have now to say to you is that your guardian- 
ship of my wards comes to an end on the 
twentieth of January. Until that date, I should 
be glad if you would keep Florence with 
you, and I will, of course, pay you in full for 
the maintenance of both girls, as Brenda's 
leaving you at an earlier date was an unfore- 
seen coincidence over which you had no control. 

"You will receive your cheque weekly as 
heretofore, and if you have been in any way 
obliged to go to additional expense for the 
girls, pray add it to your account. 

** Thanking you for all you have done for 
them in the past, 

" I am, yours faithfully, 

''James Timmins.'* 

Mrs. Fortescue read this letter the first time 
in great bewilderment of mind. She did not 
in the least take it in. She had, in short, to 
read it from three to four times before its oon- 
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teotfl were in the least made clear to her. 
Even then she felt, as ehe expressed it, all in 
a muddle. She WEis also in a great rage, and 
considered herself moet badly treated. The 
fact of the girls' being poor did not once enter 
into her calculations. She only thought of 
herself. She, who had worked and slaved for 
these two young girls for long and anxious 
years, was to have nothing whatever to do 
with their future. They were to bo handed 
over to nobody knew who. Brenda had 
already been taken from her. She was living 
with a rich woman — a person of title, who was 
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sister have treated me shamefully — shame- 
fuUy!" 

Florence, who was half way through her 
toilet, and looked very sweet and pretty with 
her rich hair hanging about her neck and 
shoulders, and in a neat white embroidered 
dressing-gown, sank into a chair and looked 
full at Mrs. Fortesoue. 

'' I thought you would be sorry," she said ; 
*' but I don't think, after all, you are as much to 
be pitied as we are." 

** Now what in the world do you mean by 
that ? " 

" Why, didn't he tell you ? " said Florence. 
*' You said you had heard from him." 

** Yes ; I have. You are to stay with me 
till the twentieth of January, and then I have 
nothing further to do with you." 

" But surely, surely," said Florence ; " you 
would not wish to have anything to do with 
me after then, would you ! " 

** What in the world do you mean ? " 

Florence coloured. 

'' I see he has not told you," she said. '' He 
ought to. It was not right of him to leave it to 
me. But I will tell you : I don't really mind. 
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' " Oh — do epeak out, child ! You keep me 
BO frightfully in suspense I CEin scarcely endure 
myself." 

"Well," said Florence, "you would not 
care to keep us for nothing, would you 1 " 

" Nothing ! nothing ! What does the girl 
mean ? Why, surely you are rich 1 I gave 
Major Reid to understand yesterday that your 
yearly income must run into four figures. We 
were divided aa to the amount, but I thought 

fifteen hundred a year each Florence, what 

are you alluding to ? " 

Florence turned very white. 
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Florence stood up as she spoke and extended 
her arms wide as though to emphasize her own 
words. 

"We are penniless," she repeated. "Now 
you know." 

Mrs. Fortescue was absolutely silent for a 
minute. Then she uttered a violent ejacula- 
tion and, turning round on her heel, left the 
room. She slammed — absolutely slammed the 
door after her. Florence sat very still after 
she had gone. 

"She would like me to leave at once," 
thought thp girl. " But Michael — dear Michael : 
he at least will be true to his word. Oh, what 
am I to do ! I hate beyond everything in the 
world staying here— staying on with her when 
she can look at me like that. Is it my fault 
that I am poor! I think that I am very 
cruelly treated. 

Tears rushed to her eyes. She stayed for 

a time in her room, then finished her dressing. 
She went downstairs to breakfast. To her 
surprise Mrs. Fortescue was not in the room. 
After a mom^it's hesitation, she rang the bell. 
Bridget appeared. 

" What is it, missie ? " she asked. 
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fresh eggs should not be b 
those were her orders I' 
new coffee, nice and stronj 
in a few minutes." 

Florence laughed. Her h 
satirical. In a short time, 
with the coffee and a bone 
been cut very bare. 

" I can't make out," said 
the matter with my missis, 
body in such a raging temj 
" But where is she ? " asi 
Oh, gone out, my dear- 
has been out nearly an ho 
"Did she eat any brc 
Florence. 

"That she did — the eggs 
for you, too ; for you know 
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She carved a few slices from the bone, then 
looked up at the old servant with a smile. 

*' It is such a relief/' she said, " not to con- 
ceal things any longer. I will tell you, Bridget. 
I wonder if you are going to be just as horrid 
to me as Mrs. Fortescue." 

Bridget stood stock still staring at the girl. 

" The fact is," said Florence, " Brenda and 
I haven't got any money. We're not heiresses 
at all. We are just very poor girls who have 
to earn our own living. We have nothing to 
live on — ^nothing at all. I expect if all were 
known, you have more money at the present 
moment than I have, Bridget. I shouldn't 
be a scrap surprised if you had." 

Bridget stared open-mouthed. 

" You poor thing ! " she said, after a pause. 
*' You ain't a bit fit to earn your own living." 

" No ; I am not," said Florence ; but here 
a ghost of a smile crossed her face. 

Bridget after a time went out of the room. 
Florence did not feel at all inclined to eat the 
dry ham and stale bread, which were all that 
was left for her breakfast. She had a certain 
sense of the great injustice of being treated 
in this manner ; for was not Mr. Timmins paying 
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Mrs. Fortescue just as much for her support as 
though she and her sister were both living with 
the good lady ? 

After a time, she got up and left the dining- 
room. Things were very dreary. It was so 
strange of Mrs. Portescue to go out. Mrs. 
Portescue had always fussed a good deal about 
the girls, and had made their arrangements 
for the day her first consideration. Now she 
did not seem to think Florence of the slightest 
importance, and had gone away without allud- 
ing to her. She had not come back either. 
Florence felt restleas. She wanted to go and 
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prettier, indeed ; for sorrow had brought out 
fresh charms and had added to her loveUness. 
Her eyes, always bright and capable of varying 
expressions, were now.filled with intense pathos. 

She had just run downstairs, and was crossing 
the hall, when she saw Mrs. Fortescue come in. 
To her relief, she perceived that this good 
woman was accompanied by Susie Arbuthnot. 

" Oh Florence— dear ! " said Susie. 

She went straight^up to the girl, folded her 
arms round her and kissed her. 

"I have a proposal to make to you/' she 
continued, " and if it is agreeable, we wiU 
carry it out at once. I don't think Mrs. Fort- 
escue wiU object, wiU you, Mrs. J*ortescue ? " 

" Well, really ! " said Mrs. Fortescue ; " I 
don't think that my wishes are worth consulting. 
I am of no importance — no importance what- 
ever. But all I insist upon is that until the 
twentieth of the month I receive the ten 
guineas a week which Mr. Timmins owes for 
you and your sister. You are welcome to 
stay at my house, or to do what Susie Arbuth- 
not — ^who is quite extraordinary and unlike 
other people — ^proposes. But I wiU have my 
ten guineas a week, or I go to law with Mr. 



which suited her so very 
wonderful, new pathos in 
her look altogether lovely. 
" I want you to do this 
come straight back with 
Neither father nor I wan 
one penny a week, and you 
as ever you like. I want 
Why, Mo, it is you I lov^ 
not because you are an 1 
I hate heiresses— not that ] 
" Nor have I," said Mrs 
snap. " They are mostly d 
tion. They don't exist oi 
Well, Florence, say what 
course you can stay here if 
you clearly to understand 
you out." 
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** Indeed you may, darling. I have come 
for you," said Susie Arbuthnot. 

'' Who wiU pack her things ? " said Mrs. 
Fortescue. *' Bridget has no time to spare; 
when a woman is as poor as I am and has only 
one servant, she can't have that servant's time 
being given up doing odds and ends for penni- 
less girls. Penniless girls ought to understand 
how to manage their own affairs ; otherwise, 
they are no use in the world." 

" Hush ! " said Susie, in so stem a voice 
that Mrs. Fortescue turned and looked at her 
in some amazement. '*You will be sorry 
another time that you spoke like this. Come 
upstairs with me, Florence ; we wiU soon 
put your things into their trunks, and then we 
can drive to the Grange. I will order a fly." 

''I can pay for it, you know, Susie," said 
poor Florence. "I have plenty of money, 
plenty, until the twentieth of January " 

" And after that, nothing — ^nothing at all," 
said Mrs. Fortescue. '* Did ever any one before 
in all the world hear of such improvidence — 
girls who have had hundreds a year spent on 
them to be brought down to nothing ! Oh, 
I have been shamefully deceived ! But you'll 
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rue it — both of you. Yes, you will. That 
sister of youra, Florence, is just aa improvident 
as you are, and has just as little power of 
making heraelf useful to any one. This fine 
woman. Lady Marian Dixio, wilt soon discover 
her ueelessnesa. But go upstairs, my dear, 
do. I shall be very glad to have your room. 
I cannot afford, however, to give you any of 
Bridget's valuable time," 

Florence ran upstairs as if in a dream. 
Susie accompanied her. 

' Don't fret, Florence," she said, when they 
entered the pretty bedroom. " She is a very 
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that beauty and that true heart ! Florence^ 
darling ; you are rich in great possessions ! " 

"I think I am," said Florence, joyfully^ 
" now that I have found a friend. Oh yes/* 
she added, *'I am sure I am." 

It took but a short time to pack the different 
articles of Florence's wardrobe into the neat 
trunks which were waiting to receive them. 
Susie herself went out to fetch a cab, and before 
lunch time Florence was installed at the 
Grange. The Colonel was delighted to see 
her, and received her with the same graceful 
old-fashioned courtesy he had done on Christ- 
mas Day. This was perhaps, if anything, 
slightly accentuated. He did not once allude 
to the subject of money, nor did he express any 
commiseration for Florence's poverty. On the 
contrary, he expected her to be in an excellent 
humour, and took her about the garden show- 
ing her his favourite plants, and pointing out 
different mysterious little plots of ground 
which would, as he expressed it, '* blossom 
like the rose " when the spring arrived. 

"Ah," he said, '*it is a great mystery — a 
very, very great mystery, that of death and 
resurrection. All the seeds in the^ ground 
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movement — and yet t 
folded in each of the 
M^ the right moment c 

I fructify, and there ipi 

' tender plants — ^just tfa 

first — ^which wiD gro^n 
and then there will < 
and then the bud, anc 
then again the seed ; a 
|< order to bring forth frt 

if ^ and all true and like 

! . Florence ? " 

" Yes," said Morenc 
" You are lonely w 
dear." 

'' I am rather lonelj 
it was not the thoughi 
dcDressinfir her. SHa hi 
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he had not come, nor had his name been 
alluded to. 

While Florence and the old Colonel were 
pottering about the garden, out came Susie 
with her red and yet sunshiny face. 

"Now/* she said, "you two have talked 
long enough, and I want Florence. Florence, 
we are going to do a lot of preserving this after- 
noon. I mean to make more marmalade than 
I have ever made before, and it is a tremendous 
business ; but I have managed to get a hundred 
Seville oranges at quite a moderate price at 
Johnson's. We'll begin our preparations as 
soon as ever limch is over. But now it is on 
the table ; so do come in, good folks, both of 
you, and eat." 

" I should like to help with the marmalade 
too," said the Colonel. 

Susie laughed, 

" Oh no, you won't," she said. " You 
did last year, don't you remember ? and 
nobody would eat the Colonel's marmalade. 
Each jar had to be marked * Colonel Arbuthnot ' 
on account of the thickness of the rinds. You 
had it all to yourself, and I think you are about 
sick of it." 
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work," said Susie, " 
but it's meant for wc 
me. If Flo cuts the i 
the full impetus of m, 
the library and get you 
I dare say Flo and I nv 
you presently ; but b 
time we are going to be 
lade, and we don't want 

" There, there ! " sai( 
there ! What is the go< 
is always in the way ? 

'* Things are being dont 
said Susie. "Now, he 
cuny, sir ? Let me tel 
mysdf." 

" It is delicious, my d 
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curry is a ehef-d^crnvre. Try some, won't you, 
Florence ? " 

But Florence declared that she could not eat 
ouny with the true eastern flavour and pre- 
ferred some cold mutton, which Susie cut for 
her with right good-wiU. 

"I like your food/' she said. "It is so 
good and wholesome. I hate messy things. 
Mrs. Fortescue was always making things up 
for us, iTnA£rining that wc could uot Cat plain 
things." 

" You wiU get very plain things here," said 
Susie. " It's only father who has to be petted 
and fussed over. But then he is worth it — 
he is such an old dear," and she looked at him 
with her honest eyes beaming with affection. 

When the meal had come to an end, Florence 
and Susie were immediately supplied with two 
large linen aprons, and the work of making 
marmalade began. For a time, Florence pre* 
tended to enjoy it, then her knife slackened, 
and Susie shouted to her that her pieces of 
orange peel were almost if not quite worthy 
of the Colonel's own. 

I am not going to have it," she said. 

We can only manage to live comf (»rtably by 
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oar sweetness does not depend on the fact 
that you and Brenda are entitled to so many 
hundreds a year. I have always been fond 
of you just for your two selves and for nothing 
else." 

" There is one thing that makes me a little 
anxious/' said Florence ; " but, of course, it is 
all right-— of course it is." 

'' What is it, darling t " asked Susie. ''Tou 
may as well out with it, for I can see plainly 
that you are harbouring a very uncomfortable 
and anxious thought in your heart." 

" Well," said Florence, " it is this way. I 
am thinking about Michael. I am wondering 
if — ^if he will mind." 

" Do you mean Michael Reid t " 

" Yes." 

Susie was silent, but she laid down the sharp 
knife with which she had been cutting her 
orange peel and looked full at the girl. 

What do you think yourself, Florence t " 
I think this," said Florence. "I think 
that if I doubt him I am about the most un- 
worthy, the most cowardly girl in all God's 
world. For when he told me— oh yes, Susie, 
he did tell me — for when he told me so plainly 
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as a obnrob mouse, yoa are very well rid of him ; 
and if be does care for yoa, he is wwth waitang 
for." 

" Yes, yes," aud Florence ; " that is what 
I think. And oh, Soaie, I mean to work so 
hud joat to help to earn money for him." 

" Yoa poor little thing ! " said Sasie. " I 
wonder how yoa will earn money." 

" I don't know ; but there moat be lots of 
ways. A girl oan't be given hands, and arms, 
and legs, and a brain, and a head all tea 
nothing." 

" A great many aie, it seems to me," said 
Susie, with a sigh. " Bat there— we have cat 
enough orange peel for to-day. We must go 
and get tea for daddy. Come with me into 
the kitchen, and I will complete yoor education 
by teaching you how to make a proper tea- 
oake." 
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child of that gallant fellow, William Engelhart, 
was taught by her to read and write, and she 
paid the necessary money for his small educa- 
tion ? The fact was, fashionable hats, jackets, 
and skirts would not have become Susie in the 
very least : she would have looked absolutely 
out of place in them. No one ever looked 
at Susie Arbuthnot's clothes : the eye was 
arrested by the kindUness in the kindly face, 
by the smile round the good-natured lips, by 
the strength and firmness of purpose of that 
hand grip, by the noble soul that radiated from 
that somewhat homely countenance. 

And a Susie was good and could do good, 
she was but her father's complement. Each 
seemed to complete the character. There 
never had been before, nor ever since, a father 
and daughter so wholly and completely one. 
They had the same tastes, the same desires. 
Life with them was a little season to be spent in 
the school of the Almighty. It was the will 
of God that they should learn His lessons, and 
they learned them with submission, with 
cheerfulness, and without a thought of grum- 
bling. The books they liked best were books 
that spoke about a future state. Often on 
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tho6e who were a little poorer than himself — he 
took them under his special protection. 

'' Dear me, Susie," he would say ; ^^ I think 
we might ask little Miss Hudson on a visit. 
The weather is so cold, and I am persuaded 
the little creature cannot afiFord a fire in her 
bedroom. It would never do to ask her the 
question, but while the intense cold lasts, it 
would be nice to have her'^ere. She could go 
on teaching the Hibbert children, and come to 
us for her meals, and have the enjoyment of 
her snug little room with a bright fire in it in 
the evenings. I could fancy how she would 
luxuriate at the flicker of the firelight as she 
dropped asleep.'' 

Susie acquiesced, of course, but Florence, 
who was present, said — 

^' That is all very well ; but what is Miss 
Hudson to do when she leaves you, CJolonel ? " 

'^ We'll keep her as long as the cold weather 
lasts," said the CJolonel, rubbing his hands. 
*' She can go back to her own rooms when the 
weather becomes mild. Run round to her 
early this morning, Susie, my love ; and be 
sure you have something specially appetising 
for dinner." 
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" We have it sometimes three times a week," 
said Susie. " We need not have it at all, you 
know, but the price of the meat goes to certain 
very poor widows in the village. I could not 
manage to give it to them in any other way, and 
I cannot tell you what sustenance father and 
I get from our bones and vegetables. You 
will have the same, and you won't mind, will 
you, Florence ? " 

Florence was delighted, but rather overdid 
the occasion in the first instance of the bone 
dinner, declaring that the meat was almost too 
tender. But the CJolonel gave her a keen 
glance which was almost stem, and she found 
herself colouring and was silent. 

Now the day on which Miss Hudson was to 
be asked to go and stay with the Arbuthnots 
was a bone dinner day, and Susie was a little 
perplexed as to how to manage the matter. 
She consulted Florence on the subject. Flor- 
ence was very much excited on her own account, 
for that was the very day of the week on which 
Michael Beid had promised to come to receive 
her answer. Nevertheless, Susie's anxious face 
drew her at once, and she said, after a 
paus&— 
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by herself. She was afraid to go out ; she 
did not care to stay still. She was restless and 
unhappy. Michael ought to have arrived. 
He knew quite well where she was, for she had 
met him once during the week, and had even 
told him that she was staying with the Arbuth- 
nots. On this occasion the gallant lieutenant 
had been seen walking down the High Street 
with two or three young ladies. But he had 
stopped at sight of Florence looking so radiant, 
so different from any other girl, in her beautiful 
sealskin jacket with that becoming sealskin 
cap. He had looked at her, but had said 
nothing, cruelly contenting himself with 
taking off his hat. But his eyes — and Michael 
had very handsome eyes — seemed to express 
volumes, and Florence had gone back again to 
the Arbuthnots' house feeling warm and happy. 
Yes ; she knew now quite well that she loved 
him, and love was beautiful. She was not a 
poor girl, after all ; she was rich, far richer 
than Brenda, far richer than Susie or the 
Colonel. In a short time she would be publicly 
engaged to Michael, and then would begin the 
delightful task of working for their future home. 
She had heard of girk who, when engaged, 
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spoke of the bottom drawer in their room 
as containing treasures which they amassed 
for the time when they would be married. 
Florence would have her bottom drawer; 
and oh ! how many and what beautiful things 
she would put into it ! — ^a wealth of love, a 
world of devotion ; courage, hope, steadfast- 
ness. She could scarcely believe her own heart : 
she was learning so much, oh, so much during 
that week she spent with the Arbuthnots. 

For the first time in all her young life Flor- 
ence did perceive how very little value money 
really was. It could not buy the great things 
of life. She had hitherto never thought about 
it at all. She had had it in abimdance ; it 
had been but to ask to obtain. When she 
wanted a pretty dress, it was given to her. 
When she wished for a trinket, it became her 
own. The best rooms at school were kept for 
Brenda and herself ; the best seats at table 
were theirs. The headmistress made a fuss 
about them : the other teachers regarded them 
with affection, and spoke of them as they would 
of princesses. Florence supposed, and rightly, 
that this was because they were rich. In the 
holidays they had a really glorious time. 
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Who could fuss more about them than Mrs. 
Fortesoue ? What lovely lodgings she took 
for them at the seaside, paying more than one 
dared to think for the spacious rooms where 
they lived and looked out upon the sparkling 
waves. Once she had taken them to Paris, and 
they had had a truly glorious time. 

Yes ; nothing had been denied them up to 
the present. They had been urged to learn, 
too, just because it was such poor fun for rich 
girls to be ignorant. Rich girls ought to know 
things. They ought to be rich in mind as well 
as in body. 

Well, Florence had done her best. She was 
a fairly clever girl. She had certain talents, 
and she had made the most of them. She 
was, of course, very young, but she felt, on the 
whole, rather old. This last week had made 
her old. She had learned a great deal during 
this week — ^the immense, the terrible difference 
between extreme poverty and extreme wealth. 
It never once occurred to her that Mr. Timmins 
had behaved badly in not describing to them 
more accurately the true state of affairs. 
Brenda had not blamed him, nor did she. He 
had acted according to her father's will ; and 
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her dear father must have known what was 
best. No one was to blame. They had had 
their good time — as far as wealth was con* 
cemed. But oh, how joyful ! she had dis- 
covered something else : the wealth, the great 
wealth of love — ^love ; which could exist in a 
poorly furnished house between an old man 
and a middle-aged woman ; love, which could 
rejoice the hearts of those who were poorer 
than itself. And had she not also found her 
own true love ? her lover, who cared for her 
just because she was herself, just because she 
was Florence Heathcote, a young girl with a 
heart to respond to his heart, a love to return 
for his love ? Oh yes, she was happy ! 

The day of dajrs had come. After Florence 
had given her half-crown to Susie Arbuthnot, 
she ran up to her room to prepare for her 
lover's visit. He was quite sure to come. He 
had promised to come to-day for her answer : 
and she had it ready. She had not put it on 
paper, she had folded it up inside her heart. 
It was waiting for him. She would open the 
door of her heart and just let him peep in and 
see what it was Uke — rosy, red, glorious with 
the tint of the morning ; and his — all his ! 
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As she entered the house, she was singing 
under her breath. She had a sweet voice, 
and her gay notes thrilled through the old 
house and brought the Colonel out of his study. 
Well, Florence," he said. 
Well, Colonel," she answered. She went 
up to him and took his hand. Then she said, 
looking full into his face : '* I am so awfully 
happy ! " 

'' I am glad of it, dear," he replied. " I am 
more than glad to find that there is a yoimg 
girl in this world who has been brought up as 
you have been brought up, and who thinks 
nothing at all of riches. It takes most of us 
many long years to learn the lesson which you 
have learned at once." 

''I am not thinking about riches at all," 
said Florence. She looked at him again, and 
then she resolved to tell. " May I come with 
you into your study for a few minutes ? " she 
said. 

" Why, certainly, my dear child," he replied ; 
and he took her hand and led her into the 
study. He shut the door and turned and faced 
her. 

" Well, Florence," he said ; " what is it ? " 
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** You say I am not rich, Colonel Arbuthnot/' 
was Florenoe's answer ; " but I am just abont 
as rich as any girl can be.** 

She blushed, and her beautiful eyes grew 
bright — ^bright with that sort of look which 
made it impossible to tell what their colour 
was, only there seemed to be a great deal of 
gold about them — a sort of golden brown. 
Then she dropped her long, black lashes, and 
her face, which had been so rosy, grew pale. 
She lifted her eyes again, and fixed them on the 
Colonel's face. 

" He is coming to-day," she said ; " that 
is why I am happy. He may be here at any 
hour — at any minute. I am most awfully 
happy. A week ago I was astonished when 
he said what he did say ; but now I am just 
happy. I am very rich, Colonel, because he 
loves me so much." 

" Who in the world is the girl talking about ? " 
said the Colonel, for he at le€tst knew nothing 
about Florence's attachment. 

Florence looked at him half shyly. 

"Can't you guess?" she said. "Didn't 
you see us together on Christmas Day ? " 
But the Colonel still looked pussded. A good 
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many people had dined in their hospitable 
house on Christmas Day, and he had not 
particularly noticed either Brenda or Morenoe 
at that time. 

" You must explain a little more, dear," 
he said very gently. 

" Well," said Florence, " I will tell you, for 
you will know all about it very, very soon. It 
is Michael — ^Michael Beid." 

" What ? " said the Colonel. 

" We have been friends always, but I never 
guessed — ^in fact, I have never had the smallest 
idea that he — ^he cared for me ; I did not think 
about those sorts of things ; but on Christmas 
Day he did seem a little different from other 
men, and the next day we took a walk — ^a long 
walk — and he told me— oh, that is what makes 
it so beautiful ! — ^that he loved me just, just for 
myseU alone." 

The Colonel looked rather uneasy. 

" Michael Reid ! " he said. " Of course I 
know the lad, I have known him since he was 
a boy. He is not well off, Florence." 

"That is just it," said Florence. "That 
is the beautiful part. We neither of us care 
twopence whether he is well off or not. He 
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says that he would love me if I were a& poor as 
a church mouse, and I feel just the same for 
him. We are very rich, both of us, because 
we love each other so much. That is about it, 
Colonel. How can you call me a poor girl, when 
I am so rich in love ? " 

'' God grant it, my darling ! God grant 
that you are," said the Colonel in a reverent 
tone. Then, bending over her, he kissed her 
on her white forehead. " You have no father 
living, so I must take his place for the time 
being," he added. 

" Michael is coming to see me to-day," said 
Florence. " He may be here any minute. I 
want to put on my very prettiest frock for 
him. There is nothing one would not do for 
the man who loves you, is there ? " 

"Nothing, nothing, of course," said the 
Colonel. 

Very soon afterwards Florence left the room. 
As she was going away, the Colonel said — 

" I must see about this : I must be a father 
to you ; I feel that I stand in the place of a 
father to you at the present moment." 

" Oh, how sweet you are ! " said Florence. 
" He wiU be here himself— any minute ; for 
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the week is up to-day, and he is coming to get 
my answer. He knows all, all about my being 
poor, and he is coming to-day for my answer. 
I must go upstairs now to make myself look 
my very best for him." 

She went away, closing the door very softly 
behind her. The Colonel heard her singing 
as she ran upstairs. He then sank heavily 
into his accustomed armchair. He rested 
his elbows on the arms of the chair and gazed 
straight before him with a deep frown between 
his brows. In truth, he was more troubled 
than he had ever been before. 

After a long time, during which he had 
been thinking deeply, he went to his desk and 
wrote a short note to Susie. 

" Dear Susie, — 

'* I may not be in to lunch. Don't wait for 
me. 

"Your loving 

" Father." 

He then put on his greatcoat, that shabby 
coat which had grown green with age, took up 
his hat and gold-headed stick, and marched 
out into the little street of Langdale. The 
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Cokmd had neyer lodked fiotxr, nor yet move 
dignified than he did now. Hk moostadieB 
had taken quite a f onnidaUe militaiy cmL 
His white hair was white as snow, bnthishlack 
brows, and the gjeam in his eyes under tiiem, 
made him look quite a remarkaUe and imposing 
figme. One or two peofde spoke to him, but 
he did not answer. They woiulered after- 
wards what was the matter with Ccdond 
Arbuthnot. He was e^tainly very upright. 
He was an amazing figure for a man of his age- 
so the women said who watched him from their 
cottage doors. He was bent on something, 
just as bent as he had been when he was young 
and was fighting the battles of his country. 

He went straight to Mrs. Fortescue's house. 
He rang the bell, and when Bridget answered 
his summons, he said — 

'* You needn't tell me that your mistress is 
at home, because I see her in her dining-room 
window. I want to say something to her." 

Then Bridget made way for him, and he 
went into Mrs. Fortescue's presence uninvited. 
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CHAPTER Xn 

TBIED AND FOUND WANTING 

MBS. FOBTESCUE was busily engaged 
answering letters which had come to 
her pwing to an advertisement which she had 
put into The Times and other daily papers to 
the effect that she wished to mother young 
orphan girls to whom she could give undy- 
ing care and devotion. She was emphasizing 
these special qualities in her replies, and looked 
up with decided annoyance and a frown be- 
tween her brows when Colonel Arbuthnot 
appeared. One glance at him, however, caused 
her manner to change. She by no means 
wished to make an enemy of the Colonel ; 
although he was poor — ^never for a moment 
pretending to be anything else — he was quite 
the most respected person in the whole of 
Langdale. He was influential, too, and his 
name as one of her late Majesty's most es- 
teemed soldiers would carry weight in any 
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circle. She wanted to secure him as a rrference, 
and was therefore very mild and gentle when 
she stood up to give him her cordial greeting. 
Sit down, Colonel ; do sit down," she said. 

I am so glad to see you. How very fortu- 
nate that I was not out. I told Bridget to 
say that I could not be distiurbed this morning, 
for I am specially engaged ; but never to you, 
dear Colonel ; never to you." 

The Colonel made no response of any sort. 
He sat and stared moodily at Mrs. Fortescue. 
Mrs. Fortescue was puzzled at the expression 
on his face. 

" And how is my dear child ? " she said. 
" You know I call both the dear Heathcote 
girls my children. They have been as children 
to me for many years now, and ah ! how fondly 
I have tried to act a mother's part to both 
of them, God alone can tell." 

'* If I were you, madam," said the Colonel 
somewhat severely, " I would leave the name of 
the Almighty out of this business. There are 
times and seasons for everything, and this, 
in my opinion, is not the time to speak of Grod, 
except, indeed, to beg for His forgiveness, which 
all we poor sinners need — all, all of us." 
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The Colonel's voice changed as he uttered 
the last words, but only for an instant. Once 
again his black broMrs came beetling down 
over his eyes, and once more he looked like one 
ready to fight to the death in a losing cause. 
Mrs. Fortescue was not, however, a woman 
possessed of any insight to character. She 
was as essentially worldly minded as Colonel 
Arbuthnot was the reverse. 

" How is my Florence ? " she repeated. 

" Florence Heathcote is well, thank you." 

" It was so noble of you to take her into your 
house as you have done," said Mrs. Fortescue. 
" Few in your circumstances would have done 
it. It was just the very thing for the dear 
child — a sort of stepping stone for her, in fact, 
to " 

" To what ? " asked the Colonel. 

His tone slightly startled Mrs. Fortescue. 

'' To her future life, my dear friend. Alack 
and alas ! to think that those poor children 
should be the sport of poverty. How cruel 
was their father's will ! How much, much 
more sensible it would have been to send them 
both to a charity school, and keep the httle 
money for their needs when they grew up, that 
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has been lavishly wasted year after year on 
their education. I have been counting caie- 
ftdly, and I make not the least donbt ** 

'' Excuse me," said the Colonel : '^ I have 
come just to ask you a question and then to 
leave you. I am somewhat busy, and have not 
a moment to spare. Did you, or did you not, 
Mrs. Fortescue " 

" Why, what is it ? " asked Mrs. Fortescue. 
''What a severe tone you are taking, my 
dear Colonel — and we have been such old 
friends." 

" WUl you listen f " said the Colonel, and he 
thumped his hand on the table with such force 
that one of the letters which Mrs. Fortescue 
was answering dropped on the floor. 

" Of course I will listen," she said gently. 
"Do calm yourself, dear Colonel. What 
can be wrong ? " 

" Nothing ; at least, I hope nothing. I 
simply want to ask you one question, and I 
am then going." 

" Of course I will answer it." 

" Did you let Major Beid and his son know 
the change with regard to Florence Heathcote's 
fortune ? " 
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Now this was about the very last question 
which Mrs. Fortescue expected to be asked. 
She changed colour and turned rather white. 

" I " she began. 

"I see you did," said the Colonel. "It 
doesn't matter in the least— on the contrary, 
I regard it as a good thing, an excellent thing. 
Good-morning : I won't keep you another 
moment." 

" But — really. Colonel — you are so 
strange " 

Mrs. Fortescue spoke to empty air. The 
Colonel had left her. He stood for a minute 
or two in the street, pondering. He was mak- 
ing up his mind whether he would himself 
go straight to see Major Reid or leave things 
alone. While he was so deliberating in his 
mind, he saw Michael Beid coming down the 
street. Michael's well-groomed figure, his 
dainty dress, his spotless turn-out, the very 
way he twirled his cane, the very manner in 
which he smoked his cigar irritated the Colonel 
almost past bearing. 

" Insolent puppy ! " he said to himself. 

He crossed the street, however, and went 

straight up to the young man. 
o.F. 15 
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*' I presume yon are on yonr way to my 
house i " 

" Well, I — ar — I did not intend to call Uiia 
morning," said Reid, turning red aa he spoke. 

The Colonel gave him a shrewd glonoe. 

"Florence Heathcote is expecting yoo. 
When I was young, it was considered extreme- 
ly nngallaDt to keep young ladies waiting. We 
may aa well walk together. What a pleasant 
morning, isn't it, for the time of year I '* 

Beid murmured something. He wondered 
how he could possibly escape the Colonel. He 
did not wish to displease him, and yet he cer- 
tainly had no desire to see Florence on that 
special morning. While he was deUberatiug, 
the Coloael stole his hand inside the young 
man's arm. 

" We are old friends, aren't we, Michael t * 
he said, " I have known, you from your birth. 
I am exceedingly glad to hear that you have 
f(xrmed an attachment to so excellent a girl 
as Florence. Now, my dear fellow, pray don't 
Mush : who minds the words (rf an old soldier 
like myself ? I was young once ; I loved 
onoe. My Susie's mother and I married when 
we were very poor. But, God knows I there 
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never was a happier union. The only sad 
thing about it — ^the only sad thing was, its 
brevity. Gk>d took my angel to Himself. 
But he left me Susie, and I am the last to com- 
plain. There's nothing, my dear young fellow, 
like roughing it a bit in the early years of 
marriage, provided, of course, there is true 
love ; and you, Michael, could not be such a 
dog as to pretend to love a woman when you do 
not love her all the time. Ah — and here we 
are. See Florence ; she has noticed us. A 
sweet girl, Michael — a sweet girl. I can see 
you afterwards, that is, if you wish it. I stand 
in the position of a father to Florence, for the 
time being, her own father having left us — 
gone to join the majority — ah, what a majority 
it is ! Now you go right in. You will find 
her all alone. The best girl in the world, true 
as steel, afraid of nothing. Gk>d bless you, 
Michael." 

Certainly Michael Beid had not the faintest 
idea when he started on his walk that morn- 
ing of going near the Grange. He knew per- 
fectly well, however, that it was the day when 
Florence was prepared to give him her answer. 
He was uncomfortably aware of the fact. It 
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had stayed with him in his dreams on the pre- 
Tjons night, and distorbed him a good deal. 
He knew all about the Heathcotee' reverse 
of forttme— that was bow his father chose to 
express it. The girls were, his father said, a 
pair of impostors. They had been palmed off 
on the people as heiresses. They did not own a 
penny in the world. As to their good looks — 
Brenda was, if anything, a plain girl, and 
Florenoe was just moderately good-lookiiig. 
Of course, Michael must never give her a 
thought again. 

The Major had urged his son to leave Lang- 
dale ; but something, he oould not tell what, 
kept Michael on the spot. He wanted to see 
Florence once more, and yet he dreaded seeing 
her inexpressibly. Well, now he wss caught 
— fairly caught by Colonel Arbuthnot, dreigged 
to the house against his will. What a position 
for a man, a man who was terribly in debt 
and who required all the assistance that a rich 
wife could give him. Surely rich wives were 
to be had, although they might not be as tak- 
ing as pretty Florence. There was no help 
for it, however ; he could not possibly marry 
her. He had absolntely forgotten that remark 
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of his, that he would love her and make her 
his wife if she was as poor as a church mouse. 

Florence had put on her very prettiest frock, 
and Florence's prettiest frock was one to 
wonder at, for it was made by a dressmaker 
who was also an artist ; it was somewhat the 
colour of an autumn leaf — seeming to shade 
away from her clear and radiant complexion ; 
and her sunny brown hair seeming to add to 
the glories in her brown eyes (oh, how brown 
they were this morning !), and to bring out the 
bewitching sparkles of her face. 

When Michael entered the room, Florence 
ran up to him joyfully. 

" So you have come ! " she said. " I was 
expecting you. Sit down, won't you ? How 
are you, Michael ? " 

She looked at him with a certain pathos in 
her pretty eyes. He came eagerly to her. 
He could not help himself. He forgot, just 
for a minute or two, that she was a penniless 
girl ; she looked so radiant, so different from 
anybody else. 

'' Oh, Florence ! " he said. 

She clasped both his hands, holding them 
tightly and standing dose to him. 
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" I know, dear," she aaid, " I knoT you axe 
Boiry for me. But I am not one to be sorry 
for myself : I am not really, Mike. You have 
heard, of course, that Brenda and I, instead 
of being rich, are poor. But that doesn't 
matter. At first I thought perhaps it did a 
little. I knew, of course, darling, it would 
never matter with you after what you said. 
You remember what you said, don't you, 
Mike?" 

" What — what was it ? " said the young man. 

" That you would love me all the same, and 
marry me all the same if I were as poor as — as 
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every one/' said Michael ; and his voice was 
very gloomy. 

*'But it doesn't matter a scrap/' she an- 
swered. " You don't think I mind ? Why, 
you know in some ways it makes it far more 
exciting ; and I will tell you one of the ways, 
Michael. It makes me so sure and certain 
that you love me, not for my money, but for 
myself. It would be perfectly awful for a girl 
to marry a man just because he liked her money 
and did not o€ure for herself." Michael Beid 
winced. *' But you are not like that, darling, 
and if you want me — ^why, here — ^here I am. 
I made up my mind fully a day or two ago. 
It is all right ; I am quite willing to be poor 
with you. I know we can't be married for a 
little, but that doesn't matter. I am going 
to work evfr so hard : we'll both work, won't 
we, darling Michael ? We'll do our very best, 
and I know we'll win in the end. I don't 
mind being engaged at all, even if it's for a 
long time." 

*' Florence," said Michael. 

He dropped his hands to his sides and looked 
full at the girl. 

'' What is it ! " she asked, a queer expres- 
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sion darkening her eyes. She Btepped a little 
away from him. 

;■ " I must write to you, dear," he said. " I — I 
will explain thinge by letter. You are good 
to me — very, very good — but I will explain 
things by letter." 

" But — Michael, can't you speak ? Don't 
you — don't you — really love me ? " 

" Of course I do — of course I do " 

Just then the door was opened, and in came 
Colonel Arbuthnot. 

" I am sorry to interrupt you two jt)ung 
people," he said, " but the fact is, I want to bear 
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" I am not — ^I am not fit for her ; I am not 
worthy," said Michael. 

" That is for yourself to decide, of course " 

" Oh — ^but Michael " said poor Florence. 

** Florence, dear, be silent. Michael Beid 
must speak now from his full heart. Michael, 
I know all about this little affair." 

'' LUae affair ! " said Florence. She felt in- 
dignant at the word " little " being introduced. 
The Colonel turned to her with a very gentle 
smile. He laid his hand on her arm. 

You are very young, my darling," he said ; 

only a child — ^little more than a child. You 
don't understand the world at all." 

" He said he wanted me for myself ; that — 
that he would love me if I were as poor as a 
church mouse," said Florence. 

'* You did say those words, didn't you, Michael 
Beid 1 " said the Colonel. 

Michael dropped his eyes. 

** One says a great many things," was his 
reply, " that one— doesn't " 

"Ah, I see," said the Colonel. "You 
thought Florence Heathcote would be rich. 
Florence, don't leave the room " — ^for Florence 
was moving towcurds the door — "I wish you 
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to atay, my dear. There U a little lesson which 
you two young people must learn, and you must 
learn it now, and in my presence. It will hurt 
youbothfor atime,but in the end you will both 
recover. Now, Michael, you made love to 
Florence Heathcote, believing her to be well off," 

" Everybody else thought the same," said 
Michael Reid. 

" Then you didn't mean that about the 
church mouse ? " said Florence. 

" To tell the truth," said Michael, desper- 
ately, " it was quite impossible — I mean, it is 
quite impossible. I am not at all well off my- 
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Heathcote's hand ? " said Colonel Arbuthnot. 

" Yes ; I am obliged to ; I am terribly, 
terribly sorry ; it is fearfully bad of me.'* 

Michael raised his eyes, met the flashing 
ones of Florence, then lowered them again. 
She was quite still for a minute. All the 
colour had gone out of her face. She was 
only eighteen ; but a girl's first love is 
sacred, and something was burned and 
withered, never to be restored again, in her 
young heart at that moment. She went 
straight up to Michael Beid. 

'^You didn't mean a word that you said. 
You deceived me that day when we walked 
home by the river." 

*' I didn't mean to," he said in a shamefaced 
way. 

'' Well, it is at an end," said Colonel Arbuth- 
not. ^' There is no use in prolonging this 
scene. After all, Florence, you are years and 
years too young to be married ; and as to you, 
Beid, you are not in any way worthy of Flor- 
ence Heathcote. Some day, I trust, my dear 
child, you will find a man to love you for your- 
self, who will not think of your money, but of 
you." 
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" My money ? " said Florence, " I have no 
money." 

" That is not the point at present," said 
Colonel Arbuthnot. "The point is that you 
have discovered — as many another girl does — 
that you have loved some one who is unworthy 
of you. I don't say that you are all bad, B«id, 
I hope you are very far from it ; but when you 
and your father schemed to secure this young 
girl simply because she was, as you imagined, 
rich, you overshot the mark, sir, both of you, 
understand me, you overshot the mark. And 

' I shall have the pleasure of showing you 



CHAPTER Xm 

LADY MABIAN EXPLAINS 

WHETHER she waa weak or not, whether 
she was angry or indifferent, Florence 
Heathcote shed very few tears. She oame 
downstairs in that frock which was so like the 
colour of a rich autumn Itaf . She partook of 
lunch with the Colonel and Susie, and after- 
wards went into the kitchen with Susie in 
order to prepare as good a dinner as possible 
for Miss Hudson. 

Whenever Susie spoke to her, she laughed. 
Susie wondered if she felt anythii^. It was 
not until that evening that any of Florence's 
real feelings came out. 

It was late in the evening when something 
very unexpected happened. No less a person 
than Brenda appeared on the scene. She 
had come down from London by the last train 
and come straight to the Artbuthnots' house 
by the invitation of the Colonel and Susie. 

887 
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They had said nothing to Florence on the 
subject. Florence had indeed gone up to bed. 
She expected to spend the whole night in those 
transporta of grief which the overthrow of all 
hope.3 must induce. But somehow, when she 
Haw Brenda, the tears were dry in her eyes, and 
a feeling of Hghtness visited her heart. 

" Oh, Brenda, darling ! " she said. " Wliy 
ever have you come ? Did Lady Marian Dixie 
allow you to visit me so soon ? How per- 
fectly sweet of her ! " 

Mr. Timmins has brought me," said Brenda. 
' He had a telegram in the course of the morn- 
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and — he didn't mean a word of it. He wanted 
my money, not me. Oh — don't let's talk about 
him ! I'd have got engaged to him ; I had 
made up my mind to, and I — ^I'd have loved 
him — ^yes — ^moet truly I'd have loved him — 
and waited for him— oh ! years and years, and 
worked and worked to save money for him. 
But he didn't want it ; he didn't want poor little 
me at all. Oh, how I hate all men, Brenda ! " 

Brenda flung her arms round her sister's 
neck and kissed her many times. 

" I have got you," said Florence ; " we'll 
work together somehow. If I had been 
engaged, it would in a sort of way have 
divided us." 

'' It would certainly," said Brenda ; "' that 
is quite true." 

"It is lovely to be close to you," said 
Florence ; " and you look happier than ever. 
Oh ! I should have had a perfectly awful time 
since I parted from you if it had not been for 
the dear Arbuthnots. I never knew any one 
like Mrs. Fortescue ; she was so angry when 
she found we had no money that she wouldn't 
even give me eggs for my breakfast ; I had 
nothing but a little bit from that ham bone. 
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Major waa with him ; he was saying good-bye 
to him. I don't think Michael saw me." 

*' Don't speak of him ; I hate him even to 
be spoken about ! " said Florence. 

*' He was subjected to a test," said Brenda, 
" and he certainly did not stand the ordeal. 
Well, you and I will do the best we can ; and I 
somehow think we'll be happy together." 

" How does Lady Marian treat you ? You 
look awfully well, Brenda," said Florence. 

*' Yes, I am well, and if it were not for you 
and that terrible Michael, I would be quite 
happy. I never could know, as Lady Marian's 
guest, that I was not as rich as ever. She has 
bought me lots of new things, and whenever 
she gets me anything, she gets the same for 
you. It is really quite ridiculous ; I told her 
so. But her only remark was that our figures 
were the same and that it saved a lot of trouble. 
You will find almost a trousseau of clothes 
waiting for you when you come up to town 
to-morrow." 

" Oh, I don't want them ; I hate finery," 
said Florence. 

*'It would hurt Lady Marian very much 
indeed if we didn't accept her presents," said 

O.F. i5 
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Brenda. " She wants to talk to as to-morrow 
about our future, and we are going back to 
town, both of ua, by an early train with Mr. 
Timmina." 

" Oh," said Florence, " must we leave the 
dear Arbuthnots ? " 

" I have no doubt they will ask you to visit 
them sometimes in the holidays," said Brenda. 
" But we are going back to town, both of ub, 
to-morrow, because Lady Marian particularly 
wants to see ua." 

After this conversation, the girls undressed 
and got into bed. Notwithstanding her grief. 
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downstairs — ^real fresh eggs and broiled ham." 
Oh — but so expensive ! " said Florence. 
I managed splendidly out of the money 
you gave me yesterday," said Susie. **Yoa 
know what a delicious dinner we had, and how 
Miss Hudson did enjoy it. Well, there was 
enough over to make this good breakfast. 
And now you must hurry down, both of you, 
to eat it." 

Florence sprang to her feetv 

*' I don't mind poverty, after all," she said, 
*' if only I could spend it with you, Susie, and 
with your father." 

" You shall come back to us, and whenever 
you come, you shall have a welcome — ^the 
best in all the world," said Susie. *' And oh ! 
do, my dear Florence, remember, when you 
are making orange marmalade that you cut 
the peel thin enough ! " 

" Yes, yes," said Florence. " But I don't 
think somehow," she added, with a dash of 
her old spirit, *' that making orange marmalade 
is my miUer.*^ 

The girls dressed and went downstairs. The 
Colonel was waiting to receive them. Miss 
Hudson had had her breakfast and gone off to 
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her pupib. The new-laid eg^ were duly ap- 
preciated. The ham was pronounced delicious. 

Presently, a cab came to the door and Brenda 
and Florence got in, Mr. Timmins was to 
meet them at the railway station. The Colonel 
took both their hands as they were leaving. 

" Good-bye, my dears," he said. " God 
bless you both. From what Mr. Timminfl 
tells me, I think you will be able to manage in 
the futiu^ ; but if ever in any possible way 
you need a friend, you have but to remember 
me, who would love you both, my dear giria, 
were you a-j poor aa the proverbial church 
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" God bless you both, darlings ! " But Mrs. 
Fortescue only gazed at them severely from 
behind a wire blind. 

She waa thinking that there would be a good 
riddance at Langdale, and was comfortably 
feeling her purse, which was heavy with some 
money which Mr. Timmins had paid her in 
person on the previous night. Yes, she had 
got rid of the Heathcotes ; she must now find 
other girls to devote herself to with all a 
mother's care. 

Bridget entered the room with her mistress' 
breakfast. 

'' Did you see the young ladies, madam ? " 
she asked. 

" What young ladies ? " asked Mrs. Fortes- 
cue. 

^''Onr young ladies, madam — ^the Misses 
Heathcote. They've gone, both of them, poor 
darlings ! " 

"It's a very good thing they have gone," 
said Mrs. Fortescue, in a severe voice. " They 
were quite nice girls, but were unfortunately 
brought up to deceive other people. They 
are now going to begin the battle of life in 
earnest, and I, for my part, am glad of it. They 
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have plenty of faults, and will, I fear, find the 
lessons of life hard to learn." 

" Oh, madam," said Bridget, " I never saw 
8Jiy one so good-natured as Miss Florence was 
about that ham bone " 

" That will do," said her mistress. " I 
expect," she added, " other young ladies to 
come and stay with me before long, and trust 
that you will exert yourself to cook well and 
to look after their interests." 

" I was going to say, madam," said Bridget 
demurely, " that now that Mias Florence and 
t Brenda have gone, I should wish to give 
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consideration. Florence could not hdp whis- 
pering to Brenda — 

" Seeing that we are so very poor, it does 
seem absurd that we should always travel first- 
class." 

It's Mr. Timmins' way," said Brenda. 

I don't think he'd like," she added, " Lady 
Marian to know that we travelled in any other 
way." 

"'Well, we shall have to in the future," 
said Florence ; '^ and," she added, '^ as far as I 
am concerned, I think it is almost more excit- 
ing to be poor. It is so delightful to manage. 
You can't imagine, Brenda, what fun Susie 
and I had contriving the dinners, more particu- 
larly the bone dinners." 

'' What are you talking about, children ? " 
said Mr. Timmins, waking up from a nap in 
which he had temporarily indulged. 

Florence went and sat by his side and told 
him the story of the bone dinner. 

" They are so delicious ! " she said. ** I 
never enjoyed anything more." 

Mr. Timmins seemed much interested in the 
story. 

Pon my word ! " he said ; "" if that is 
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not about the very highest form of charity I 
have ever heard of. He that giveth to the 
poor lendeth to the Lord. It's a mighty good 
security, young ^ladies, mighty good. No fear 
of that security coming to smash." 

Then he returned to his sheet of The Times, 
and did not speak again until the journey came 
to an end. When it did, Mr. Timmins' own 
brougham was waiting for them. They got 
in, and drove straight to Lady Marian Dixie's 
house in Cadogan Place. Brenda Beemed 
quite at home there, butFlorence felt a little shy. 

" Now," said Mr. Timmins, "I willsay good- 
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man," she said, '' and the week is up ; it was 
up yesterday. Is everything settled ? Are 
you engaged to him ? He has stood the test, 
has he ? " 

Poor Florence ! The tears trembled in her 
eyes. 

" No," she said, " no. Oh, tell her, Brenda, 
tell her. I can't, I can't ! " 

Florence walked to the window and looked 
out. Brenda said something in a low tone to 
Lady Marian. After a very short^time Florence 
came back. Her cheeks were bright, and so 
were her eyes. 

" I wouldn't have him now," she said, " if 
— ^if he were to go on his knees to me — as the 
saying is. I wouldn't have him at any price. 
I don't suppose I really loved him." 

'^ It was a good thing you found it out in 
time," said Lady Marian. "'And besides, 
Florence, you are a great deal too young to 
marry yet. Why, my dear good child, you 
are not half educated. Now, my plan for 
you both is this : that you should go to either 
Newnham or Girton in the autumn and take 
a proper course of training there ; afterwards, 
we might go abroad for a bit. In these days. 
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uneducated women are unbearable, and no girl 
of eighteen, however clever she is, can be 
properly educated. You can spend your holi- 
days with me, and go and see the Arbutbnots 
Ronictimes if you like. But that must be as 
you please." 

" But — but," said Florence in amazement ; 
" of course I'd adore to go to Girton ; I have 
always had the greatest hankering for it. But 
we can't earn our living in that way." 

Lady Marian smiled. 

" You don't need to earn your living, my 
■ child," she said. 
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in the world where good people live and valiant 
efforts are made to maintain the right and sup- 
press the wrong. He wished you to be care- 
fully prepared for this position, for he knew 
only too well that youth — the early days of 
youth — ^is the time for such a preparation. But 
when you left school (he mentioned the exact 
age when this was to take place), you were 
both to be put to the test ; and not only you, 
but your friends. You were to be told the 
truth, but only a part of the truth. Your 
father's money, with the exception of a small 
sum which I believe Mr. Timmins mentioned 
to you, has nearly been exhausted. You were 
to face the world, prepared in one sense, but 
unprepared in another. You were to look at the 
world, for a short time, as poor girls, not as 
rich ones. Your own characters were to be sub- 
mitted to this trial and, still more important, 
the characters of your so-called friends. Do 
sit down, Florence ; how white your face is ! 
Brenda, come and kneel by me, darling." 

Florence dropped into a chair. Her heart 
was beating almost to suffocation. Brenda 
knelt by Lady Marian and looked at her sister 
with a world of pity in her own eyes. 
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" You were to find out your friendB, my dear 
children," said Lady Marian ; " and yoa could 
only find them out through this t€6t. The 
giri who has money is often surrounded by bo- 
called friends, who see much in her becaaae 
her gold caat« a sort of false halo round her. 
Your father wanted you to learn a lesson, so 
that you could, all through your future years, 
discern the true from the false. As to the 
length of the test to which you were to be sub- 
mitted, that was left altogether to Mr. Timmins' 
and to my discrimination ; for I, my dear chil- 
dren, by your father's and mother's will, am 
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'' I know that quite well, my darling," she 
said ; '^ and I know also that Florence has 
learnt her lesson. You have discovered your 
true friends, and also discovered your false 
ones. What about Mrs. Fortescue ? What 
about " here she glanced at Florence. 

"I knoy, I know," said Florence. "I 
thought Michael was — oh ! so different ; and 
I — I did care for him a Uttle ! " 

Tears rose to her eyes. She pressed her 
handkerchief to them and sat still for a minute, 
trjring to recover from her emotions ; then she 
continued — 

*' I have not broken my heart." 

She looked up with a smile which was half 
piteous. 

I know that/' said Lady Marian, briskly, 
and you will recover it altogether soon. 
Now the facts of the case are these. Your 
father wished his money to be spent on your 
education. Meanwhile, your mother's money, 
which represented a very large sum — ^many 
thousands of pounds: I cannot go into full 
particulars, but Mr. Timmins will, if necessary, 
enlighten you — ^was to lie at compound interest 
awaiting the moment when you were to receive 
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it. My dear girls, a oertain porticHi ci that 
money is to be devoted to what may be called 
your higher education — that which yon wiU 
receive dming the next three years — and after- 
wards you will be rich, dears, I trust ; not 
only rich in money, but rich in the better things, 
which mean courage, and endurance, and faith, 
and sympathy. Tou will understand the real 
poor a little better because for a short week ct 
your lives you considered yourselves poor, and 
you will discern the true from the false also 
because of this week, which has taught you a 
lesson. Now go up to your rooms, dears ; I 
think I have explained aU that is necessary for 
the present." 

**But one thing," said Florence, as they 
rose. ^^May I write and tell Susie Arbuth- 
not ? " 

" Certainly ; I should like you to do so." 
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CHAPTER XIV 

MBS. FOBTESOTJB BBOEIVES A SHOCK 

AT Langdale, several people missed Flor- 
ence and Brenda Heathcote. Susie 
and her father missed them most, because they 
were the sort of people who would love the 
girls for themselves, and not for the money 
they had been supposed to possess. But there 
were others who missed them in different 
degrees and according to their different charac- 
ters. Bridget, for instance, was extremely 
sulky when she found that "Mib. Fortescue had 
let Miss Florence go without even one word of 
farewell, nor one allusion to the sorrow she 
ought to feel at giving her up. Mrs. Fortescue 
herself had her qualms of conscience. The 
advertisements she had put into the papers 
were not receiving satisfactory ' replies. The 
ladies, old or young, who suggested residing 
with Mrs. Fortescue offered comparatively 
small sums for the privilege of dwelling under 



256 



MRS. FORTESCUE'S SHOCK 



her roof. Mrs. Fortescue felt almoet snappish. 
She did not think that she would make much 
solid gold out of the young ladies whom she 
was hoping to have to reside with her. She 
began to murmur at the dispensations of Provi- 
dence, and to think it cruelly hard on Brenda 
and Florence that they should be deprived of 
their fortunes. She began tor the first time to 
see matters from the girls' point of view. It 
would, in short, be dlGBcult, almoet impossible, 
for her to find any other pair of girls so nice as 
these, and so well able to pay her for the great 
trouble she had taken on their account. 
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now do with themselveB, and how the cold 
world would receive these dear orphans, who 
were so unfitted to plunge into its stormy 
waves. 

One of the people she met, as she walked down 
the street a couple of days after Florence had 
left Langdale, was Major Beid. Major Beid 
felt about as cross as man could feel. He had 
been worked up to a state of intense excite- 
ment during his last memorable interview with 
Mrs. Fortescue. He had hoped great things 
not only for his son, but for himself, after he 
had heard what in all probability Florence's 
fortune would be. He had returned home in a 
genial mood, and in consequence he and the 
Lieutenant had engaged that evening in a very 
amicable conversation. Michael found his 
father much more approachable on certain sub- 
jects than he had ever found him before, and in 
a fit of confidence he had acquainted his parent 
with part of the truth, but not all, with regard 
to his financial difficulties. 

The Major swore a good deal when he dis- 
covered that his son was hopelessly in debt. 
Nevertheless, he cooled down after a time, and 
said that although it would be almost an im- 

G.F. Jfj 
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possibility, he would endeavour to raise a few 
hundred pounds to set Michael straight — in 
short, to put him on his legs again, provided 
he secured that dazzling young heiress, Flor- 
ence Heathcote. But now — alack and alas ! 
the dazzling young heiress did not exist. The 
girl herself was there, with her bright eyes and 
radiant face and all the fine qualities which the 
Major had given her credit for. But the glitter 
of gold no longer surrounded her, and she was 
therefore an impossible mate for Michael. The 
Major was choking with rage. Things were 
much worse than they had been at the Moat, 
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of society — ^a country gentleman, no lees ; for 
surely if Florence was as well off as Mrs. Fort* 
escue had given him to understand, the boy 
need not continue in the Army. 

All these dreams had now come to an end, 
and the Major felt that there were few women 
in the world he hated as he did Mrs. Fortescue. 
He would have given a great deal not to meet 
her, but he suddenly found himself face to face 
with her in the Uttle High Street. She came up 
to him sorrowfully. She was the sort of woman 
who could never, under any circumstances, 
imagine herself de trop, and she certainly be- 
lieved herself to be irresistible to all men. 

" Ah, Major ! " she said. " What a blow— 
what a terrible blow we have received ! and 
where is your dear boy ? I pity him from my 
heart." 

" My son has left Langdale," said the Major 
freezingly. '' I will not detain you any longer, 
Mrs. Fortescue. I am going for a brisk walk, 
and the morning is too chilly to stand still long 
in the street." 

He raised his hat and walked on. He looked 
very stiff and disagreeable. 

'^ Old curmudgeon ! " whispered Mrs. Fort- 
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escue under her breath. ^'What a selfish 
person ! he has no thought for the poor giris 
themselves ; or for me, or for any one but just 
himself and that conceited puppy, Michael.^' 
Mrs. Fortescue continued her morning shop- 
ping, and eventually found herself in the neigh- 
bourhood of the Orange. Surely there, at 
least, she would receive all possible sympathy. 
When had Susie turned an unwilling ear to any 
one's grief ? She— Mrs. Fortescue— would show 
herself this morning in the most amiable light, 
suffering with the penniless girls and not think- 
ing of herself at all. It would be very forgiving 
of her, too, to call at the Arbuthnots' after the 
Colonel's visit to her. It would show, that she 
at least bore no ill-will to any human being on 
earth. 

Accordingly, she paused before the well- 
known door. She would be obliged to ask 
Colonel Arbuthnot before long for a reference, 
and would like ta smooth the way by means of 
an interview with Susie first. 

When the servant answered her summons 
she inquired, therefore, if Miss Arbuthnot was 
within. She was replied to in the affirmative, 
and was shown into the parlour looking out on 
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the street. There Suede was performing all 
kinds of useful arts. It was not at all a pretty 
room — as pretty rooms go : it was made for 
use, not for ornament. The table in the centre 
was an old deal one— in fact, nothing better 
than a large kitchen table, and at this moment 
Susie was busy finishing the marmalade which 
she and Florence had begun. 

She looked up when Mrs. Fortescue appeared. 
Her eyes were a little red, as though she had 
been oTjing : otherwise, her face was quite 
cheerful, it even wore a jubilant expression. 

^^ How do you do ? " she said in her kind 
voice. " You will forgive me if I go on cutting 
my oranges. All this supply of marmalade 
has to be boiled early to-morrow morning, and 
the orange peel must soak for a certain time." 

" Yes, yes," said Mrs. Fortescue ; " I quite 
understand. There are so many recipes for 
marmalade." 

" Mine is Hfe best that is known," said Susie, 
in her quick voice, cutting her orange peel as fihA 
spoke into fine, almoat imperoeptibk*^^afers. 
'' You don't «iAkr'7t)itt^%«M dTataialiide, iio 
you ? " she said. 

"" No ; I really haven't time ; and that re- 
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escue. 

" No," said Susie bluntl; 

Mrs. Fortescue heaved 
quite understood what Susi 
to imply by her brief word 
know a nice honest girl she 
to Mrs. Fortescue. 

'' Susie," said Mrs. Fortei 
" I fear, I greatly fear that 
on dear Florence. I have co 
so." 

Susie laid down her kni 
honest brown eyes to fix th 
Fortescue's face. The wi< 
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Annoyed ' is not exactly the word/' said 
Susie, in a low tone. 

"Well — ^well, dear," said Mrs. Fortescne, 
who did not wish Susie to say too much and 
trembled abo with regard to her future refer- 
ence. " You, who have your fixed and settled 
income can scarcely understand what it is to 
be a woman of my means — a woman with an 
uncertain, a fluctuating supply of money; 
enough just for her bare needs one year, and 
too little for them the next. I lost my temper 
— ^not, indeed, with the girls themselves, but 
with that exceedingly deceitful man, Mr. 
Tinmiins, who might have told me how the 
dear children were placed long, long before 
he did. He deceived me, he deceived us 
aU." 

" The girls were not to blame, were they ? " 
said Susie, resuming the cutting of her orange 
peel with considerable energy. 

" Oh, no, no — ^indeed no ! " said Mrs. Fort- 
escue ; " and that is just what I have come to 
talk about. I have recovered my temper and 
repented of my injustice. I am now thinking, 
not so much of myself, although I shall have to 
find some young girls to mother, in the future " 
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— Susie again looked at her attentavefy— 
" but I have not come here to talk of that now. 
I am anxious about the Heathcotes, poor dean ! 
Poor dears ! the world will receive them 
coldly " 

'' I do not think so," said Susie. 

Mrs. Fortescue shook her head. 

" You do not know the world, Susie Arbuth- 
not. You think you do; but you don't. 
The fact is — ^it shudders at the poor, and the 
older it grows, the more it despises poverty, the 
more it requires every one whom it takes to its 
heart to be rich — rtcA." Susie was silent. 
'^ Those poor young things," continued Mrs 
Fortescue — "if there is any way in which I 
can help them — ^I came here this morning. 
Susie, to tell you that I am willing to do it." 

" Are you really ? " said Susie. She looked 
at her abruptly. " Would you, for instance, 
give them a home if they required it ? " 

"I " said Mrs. Fortescue, hesitating — 

" weU, not for long — ^but just for a little visit 
perhaps. What I really meant to say was that 
I could furnish them with excellent references, 
and — ^what is the matter, Susie ? " 

" Nothing," said Susie, rising. " I am going 
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to find father. I think he is in the house." 

She abruptly left the room, closing the door 
after her. 

'^ What a very queer look Susie Arbuthnot 
has on her face ! " thought Mrs. Fortescue. 
'^ I wonder if those people have made up their 
minds to shun me. If so, and if Major Reid 
means to continue to be as abominable as he 
has been this morning, I had better leave 
Langdale." 

As the last thought flashed through her mind 
Susie returned with the Colonel. They c€une 
in together, and the Colonel held a letter in his 
hand. He was somewhat shabby in his dress. 
He always "was shabby in the house ; but he never 
stooped in body, being a soldier ; and he never 
stooped in mind, being a gentleman. He came 
forward quite simply, and held out his hand to 
Mrs. Fortescue. 

'^ How do you do ! It is a beautiful day, 
is it not ? " 

Mrs. Fortescue felt immensely relieved. The 
Colonel had evidently quite forgiven her. He 
was a nice man and — yes, she acknowledged it 
to herself — such a gentleman. Susie was very 
blunt ; but the Colonel had exquisite manners 
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when he liked, and he seemed to like now, i 

he invited Mrs. Fortescne to take a warm sc 

M near the fire and poked it up for her benel 

Then, turning his own back to it, he look 
at her with a whimsical expression on I 
pleasant face. 

'"Susie tells me that you have been go< 

enough to express regret with regard to Bren< 

^ and Florence Heathcote." 

* '' Oh, yes — yes ! " said "Mm. Fortescne, das 

[ ing her hands. " I am so sorry for them.'' 

'" Well, there is no possible reason why yi 

should not be relieved of any feeling of uneai 

.. ^ ness with regard to my two young frienc 

^ Florence did not wish her letter to be kept 
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, secret, did she, Susie ! 

I ''No, father; quite the contrary," said Susi 

! She had not returned to her marmalac 

] She was standing not far from her father, o 

of her hands resting on the mantelpiece. 
^^' ; " I have had a letter from Florence Heat 

cote this morning," said the Colonel. " It w 
really written both to my daughter and myseli 
" Has she found employment ? " asked M 
Fortescue. 

" Well — ^yes ; that is, her future plans aj 
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those of her sister are practically arranged for 
the next few years." 

** I am very glad/' said Mrs. Fortescue, speak- 
ing in a cold, disappointed voice. 

** Ah, well," said the Colonel, *^ and so am 
I — very glad. But you haven't heard all yet. 
You don't know, for instance, what the girls 
mean to do." 

** I do not," said Mrs. Fortescue ; *^ and I 
am so much interested in them — so very much — 
dear children, dear children ! " 

** You had an opportunity of showing your 
interest a week ago," said the Colonel, very 
gravely — ""your interest and your sympathy. 
The fact is, Mrs. Fortescue, both that interest 
and sympathy have come now rather late in 
the day — in short, they are not required. The 
girls go to Oirton in the autumn, and until that 
time, they will be preparing for their life there, 
under the best masters that London can pro- 
vide. They will live, until they go to Oirton, 
with Lady Marian Dixie." 

'* Then she has taken them up ! " said Mrs. 
Fortescue, quivering rage in her voice. '* She 
has in a sort of way adopted them ? Yes," 
she continued, half-choking with futile anger ; 
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penniless girls. What do you mean ? " said 
Mrs. Fortescue. 

'' You will be glad to hear that they are very 
far from penniless. Their mother has left 
them a large fortune which they will come into 
as soon as they attain their majority. Mean- 
while, Lady Marian Dixie is appointed their 
guardian. She wishes them to continue their 
education, and they are going to Girton for the 
purpose. It is good news — ^yes, it is very good 
news. Florence and Brenda will, I make no 
doubt, be fitted to bear the awful responsibility 
of wealth." 

" But — ^but," said Mrs. Fortescue, almost 
blue with rage ; " how can you justify " 

'' I justify nothing, my dear madam ; I 
simply state a fact ; you are welcome to tell it 
to whom you please. As far as I can make out, 
the girls were not told anjrthing absolutely un- 
true. As far as their father's money was con- 
cerned, they rvere penniless. There was no 
mention made of their mother's fortune. It 
was, I gathered, a test to discover who were their 
true friends. Rich young girls are often sur- 
rounded by those who simply prey on them for 
the sake of what they can get. Susie, don't 
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Buffering, why should not Major Reid shcure her 
tortures ? How impertinent he had been to 
her that morning ! But she was right after all 
— aright, not wrong. That silly fool of a Michael 
— if only he had been true to his heart's in^ 
stinots — ^would have won an heiress, and per- 
haps an heiress to a far greater extent than even 
Mrs. Fortescue's dreams had pictured. 

** I will go to see the man. This is really a 
good story and one worth telling," thought the 
widow. 

She turned in the direction of the Moat. 
The Moat was a little way outside Langdale, and 
you had to go up a somewhat steep hill to reach 
it. It was an old-fashioned house, surrounded 
by overshadowing trees. Even in summer 
it was not very bright, and in winter it was a 
hopelessly damp, deserted-looking place. 

Mrs. Fortescue marched up the avenue with a 
determined stride and rang the bell by the front 
door. It was opened by a slatternly-looking 
servant. The Major's house was not kept well. 
In all resi)ects, it was a contrast to the Orange, 
where the Arbuthnots managed to make 
every penny do its utmost work. Nobody 
cared what became of things at the old 
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Moat, and there was hardly a more miserable 
old man than Major Reid, as he sat now at 
his Imich table, trying to find something 
tasty and agreeable in his badly-done chop. 
Mrs. Fortescue, who was feeling so fierce 
that she would dare anything, followed in the 
steps of Colonel Arbuthnot and said quickly — 

" I know your master is in : I must see him 
at once on important business." 

The girl made way for her, and Mrs. Fort- 
escue's instinct drew her to the dining-room. 
She opened the door and burst in. 

" I have news — great news for you. Major 
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" You astonish me," began the Major. " The 
Arbuthnots — pray take a seat '* 

He pushed his plate away from him and 
looked hard at his visitor. 

" You were abominably rude to me in the 
street a couple of hours ago/' said Mrs. Fortes- 
cue. 

" I was in no mood to be civil, and even now, 
if you have anjrthing to say except to abuse my 
old friend Arbuthnot, I *' 

" But I have something to say ; something 
that will astound — ctstound you ! When you 
came to my house a very short time ago and 
asked me to give you some idea of the extent of 
Florence Heathcote's fortune, I told you " 

^' A lie, madam ! The girl is penniless : 
pray don't revert to that most annoying scene." 

" I told you no lie, Major Reid." 

" What ? " 

'' I told you the truth. I doubtless under* 
stated the simi which will eventually belong to 
Florence Heathcote." 

" What is this ? " said the Major, turning 
very pale. 

" The conspiracy has been at last explained," 

said Mrs. Fortescue, " and my opinion is that 
o.v« • i8 
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those Arbuthnots, who set up such lofty stand- 
ards, knew all about the matter from the first. 
Those miserable 'girls are heiresses, after all. 
Their father's fortune, it is true, has been already 
expended on their education, but they inherit a 
large sum — doubtless many thousands — from 
their mother. It seems. Major Reid, that for 
some extraordinary, unfathomable reason we, 
their old andltrusty friends, were to be put to the 
test — to the test with regard to their future : 
and I — / treated Florence, that beautiful, gifted 
spirited, rich girl, to — a ham bone ! " 
Angry tears rose to Mrs, Fortescue's eyes. 
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young dog ! Mrs. Fortescue ; don't say a 
word ; don't breathe anything. Keep my 
secret and I vow I will help you in the future. 
I will go to London to see Michael this evening. 
All is not lost." 

The Major, trembling exceedingly, crossed 
the room. He rang the bell and desired the 
servant to bring him an A B C. He looked 
up a train in Mrs. Fortescue's presence. She 
was no longer hateful to him. If she could help 
him at this juncture, he would be her friend for 
the rest of her life. 

"Never mind the Arbuthnots," he said. 
" Yes ; they doubtless did know. Just like 
the Colonel. It m a conspiracy — ^it is shameful ! 
But let me make an effort in my poor boy's 
cause. Don't breathe to any one that I have 
gone to London. I will just walk in the dir^- 
tion of the station, and slip in when no one is 
observing, and take the next train to town." 

" I will keep your secret, trust me," said 
Mrs. Fortescue. 



CHAPTER XV 

TURNING OVBB A NEW LEAF 

THE Major arrived in town towards evening. 
He knew where his son waa lodging. 
Lieutenant Beid would have to join his regiment 
in two or three days, but the last few hours of 
his leave would be spent in his old rooms in 
St. James' Street. 

Beid was heavily in debt — ^up to his very 
eyes, in fact — but that was no reason whatever 
for his taking poor rooms or allowing himself 
to be in the least uncomfortable. He had a 
very Uttle money in hand, which he had 
extorted from a rascally old Jew at enormous 
interest, and was therefore, as he called it, 
rather flush, and inclined to make the best of 
things. He was about to go out to dine at a 
certain club where he would meet some of his 
brother officers when the Major walked in. It 
is sad to have to relate that Lieutenant Beid 
was by no means glad to see his father. 

t70 
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" Why, dad ! " he said ; " whatever has 
brought you up to town ? and how queer you 

look and ^in the name of fortune, what is the 

matter ? " 

''I have had the most astounding news," 
said the Major. " Let me sit down, I am quite 
breathless. Michael, where are you going to 
dine?" 

Michael Reid mentioned a fashionable club 
where he hoped to meet his friend. 

" You will not go there ; you will stay with 
me. Send a messenger to Hudson to say you 
are prevented dining with him this evening." 

" But why ? I have arranged the matter," 
said Michael, speaking crossly. 

'^ That does not signify in the least," answered 
Major Reid. '^ I want to speak to you, and 
there is not a moment — ^let me tell you frankly — 
not a moment to lose." 

Michael looked very hard at his father, and 
something in the old gentleman's agitation 
seemed at last to acquaint him with the fact 
that ^ matter of importance had occurred. 
He accordingly rang his bell, and gave the 
necessary directions with regard to securing 
a messenger boy to take a note to Captain 
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Major. 
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Heathcote, he would help him after all. Ac- 
cordingly, he sank into a chair, and gazed at 
his parent. 

" You have something to say ; you have not 
come up to town for nothing ? " 

"Most assuredly I have not. Michael — ^be 
prepared for astounding news." 

" What, what ? " said the young man, his 
heart beginning to beat. 

" You remember that Heathcote girl." 

" Florence ? " said Michael. " I shall never 
forget her." 

" Oh, Michael," said the Major ; " we have 
been duped, and we have been fools, all of 
us ! I thought when first I heard the news, 
that Arbutlmot and Susie were in the con- 
spiracy ; but in the train, somehow, I changed 
my mind. Arbuthnot could not do anything 
mean, nor could Susie. They were the only 
people at Langdale who treated Florence 
Heathcote with equal love and kindness in her 
supposed poverty as in her supposed riches." 

" Well, sir," said Michael ; " you yourself 
were the one who said that I must not consider 
Florence for a single moment as a suitable 
wife for me." 
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'^ You want to hear particulars ? " said the 
Major. '' I will tell them. That horrid woman, 
Mrs. Fortescue, was the first to hear the news. 
Florence wrote to Colonel Ad[>uthnot. The 
facts are simply these. The girls inherit a 
very considerable fortune from their late 
mother. It was their father's money which 
was mostly spent on their education and which 
was nearly exhausted." 

It seemed to Michael Reid that Florence's 
pathetic face looked at him more and more 
sorrowfully. The room seemed full of her 
facCy^'full of her young presence, full of the 
trust she had once given him, and then of the 
horror and distress which his conduct had 
caused her. 

" Why have you come all the way to London 
to tell me this ? " he said faintly, turning as 
he spoke to address his father. 

" Because— because," said the Major eagerly, 
" you are a clever young fellow, Michael, and 
it may not be too late. You love the girl — 
you have said so— and the girl loves you. 
Think what it means Michael : don't lose such 
a golden chance. Is there any possible way 
in which you can explain your last interview 
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me like that, my boy. Men have done such 

things before. You told her once " 

"Yes, father — ^yes," interrupted Michael, 
" I told Florence a very, very short time ago — 
a few days ago, in fact — ^that were she as poor 
as a church mouse it would be all the same to 



me. 



" You told her that, Michael, really ? " 

" I did — I did ! " said the young man ; 
" and if you had only seen how her eyes shone 
and how she looked at me. She thought 
then that she was poor — ^poor as I have de- 
scribed. She believed in me then. I told her 
a lie, of course." 

" Your path is dear," said the Major, be- 
coming so excited that he began to pace up 
and down the room. ''You can easily explain 
away the impression you unfortunately made 
upon her on that miserable day. You can tell 
her that however great her poverty, she is 
all the world to you. Do it, Michael ; do 
it!" 

" You want me to tell her another Ue," 
said Michael Reid. 

The Major laid his hand, his shrivelled old 
hand, on Michael's firm, broad shoulder. 
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excitement. The young man was calm and 
looked collected and firm. That germ of true 
manliness was growing bigger. That Uttle 
flickering flame of real nobility was beginning 
to warm his hitherto frozen heart. 

After the meal was over, the Major again 
spoke on the subject of Florence. 

'^ I understand exactly what you want me 
to do," Michael repUed. " Don't say another 
word. Keep your own counsel till you hear 
from me," and this was all the Major could 
get out of his son Michael. 

But he himself felt that his hurried journey 
to town had not been thrown away. He 
was almost sure that MichaeFs future was 
secure. He trembled with delight. 

" If only it is never, never known that I 
rushed up to town to acquaint the lad, all 
will be well," was his last thought as he lay 
down very late that night to sleep. " Mrs. 
Fortescue won't dare to tell ; I'll take precious 
good care that it is not worth her while. No 
one else has seen me : it will never be 
known." 

So, while the old man slept, dreaming won- 
derful dreams with regard to Michael, HifichaQl 
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new leaf. I have been a c 
will make a try for being { 
future. I can't. H/^ ^u-.^ 
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"Gtood-bye, dad. You will hear from me 
as soon as I have any news worth relating. 

'' Your affectionate son 

" MlOHABI#rf' 

There is no use in describing the Major's 
rage. It lasted for about an hour. At the 
end of that time, he burned his son's letter 
and said to himself that he would try and 
forget him. But this was not at all easy : on 
the contrary, for the first time since his birth, 
the Major truly respected Michael, and in 
consequence could not get him out of his head. 

There was one other letter written that same 
evening by the young man. 






Florence, — 

I have heard of your great fortune. Grod 
bless you. I was never worthy of you. I am 
going to exchange immediately into foreign 
service ; but before I go, I want to take this 
opportimity to thank you for teaching me a 
lesson which to my dying day I shall never 
forget. I was tried in the fire, and was found 
unworthy. 



cc 



MiOHAEL." 
s 



*v. jjKxv £titiiuugii tn 

his son's letter, Florence put 
a secret place where she kepi 
'* The letter smooths out son 
she whispered to herself ; '^ ai 
of him now without sorrow." 



THE END 
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